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Bill’s Bunker: A Shelter from 


Story and photos by Lydia Gans 


jhey’re calling it Bill’s Bunker, a 
loving tribute to Father Bill 
O’Donnell, Berkeley’s activist 
: priest and fighter for justice who 
passed away last year. It’s a warm, safe 
place for homeless people to sleep on 
stormy or freezing winter nights. 


There are a handful of homeless shel- 


ters in Berkeley that are open all year. The 
overflow shelter at the Oakland Army 
Base that opens during the winter months 
allots 50 beds each for homeless people 
from Oakland and Berkeley. 

Clearly there are not nearly enough 
shelter beds to fill the need. This means 
that the beds have to be rationed, rigid 
rules have to be followed, and a person 
must have a referral to be provided a bed 
for the night. Many, many people are left 
outside to find whatever comfort they can 
in alleys and doorways. eck 

Recognizing the need, the City of 
Berkeley agreed to supply funding and 


asked the Catholic Worker folks to orga-~ 
nize a way to provide emergency. shelter..} 


on really miserable, stormy nights. J.C. 


Orton and Ina Ehrehfeucht from, respec- 


tively, Night on the Streets Catholic 


_ Worker and Dorothy Day House, went to 


work. The logistics are pretty daunting. 

“The hardest part was finding a place 
to do it,” J.C Orton observed. Then St. 
Mark’s Episcopal Church on Bancroft 
came through — with enthusiasm. “It was 
amazing,” Orton said. “They didn’t just 
accept, they eagerly embraced us: We 
really want to be a part of this.” 

The church volunteered to be-responsi- 
ble for paying the heating bills. But the 
space isn’t always available; sometimes 
other things are going on in the building. 

The next difficulty was finding the 
people to staff the shelter. It requires four 
people to be on duty from 6 p.m. to 8 a.m. 
— hours that make it impossible for a 
shelter worker to hold down any other 
regular job. Since they are called to work 
only on occasion, on just a half day’s 
notice, it’s a job that can provide only a 
minimal income. J.C. and Ina and two 
other committed people, with the help of 
volunteers, are carrying on. 

Opening the shelter only on the nights 
when the weather is inclement is another 
complicating factor. A decision has to be 
made by 10 o’clock in the morning, using 
the best available weather information. 
Once they have decided to open the shelter, 
they have to find out if and at what time St. 
Mark’s will be free. Ideally, they open the 
shelter by 6 or 7 p.m. but there’s choir prac- 
tice on Wednesday evenings and Suitcase 
Clinic on Mondays, so the shelter can’t 
open till 10 p.m. those nights. 

Once it’s arranged, everybody has to 
be notified that the shelter is open. Orton 
and his crew call all the service centers, 
drop-in-centers and social service agen- 
cies, and they post flyers all over town. 

Everyone hopes the amount of money 
allocated by the City of Berkeley will 
cover the number of nights the shelter 
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The shelter is a boon to the people who stay there, possibly a lifesaver for some. One 
man wrapped himself in all the clothes and blankets he could find, saying he was. 
trying to get over the pneumonia that he’s been suffering from for two weeks. “I’m 
thankful for this place being here,” he said. “It’s going to save my life.” 


needs to operate. Orton explains that the 
shelter is open to everybody; they don’t 
take referrals and have never turned any- 


one away. Cots are provided, as well as © 


blankets if needed. There are no showers 
and_no social services. No meals are 
served, but there are usually at least some 
snacks available. 

The shelter opened on three rainy 
nights in November and again at the end 
of the month when the temperature dipped 
down to freezing. It was a boon to the 
people who stayed there, possibly a life- 
saver for some. 

One man wrapped himself in all the 
clothes and blankets he could find, saying 
he was trying to get over the pneumonia 
he’s been suffering from for two weeks. 
“I’m thankful for this place being here,” 
he said. “It’s going to save my life.” 

Florida McDuff, 38, is also recovering 
from pneumonia. She was camping out in 
the hills until she got a case of walking 
pneumonia and other health problems and 
ended up spending nine days in the hospi- 


_tal. “I’ve been houseless for two-and-a-half 


months,’ McDuff explained. “I was in an 
abusive relationship and I had to leave my 
own home.” He was threatening to kill her, 
so she decided to “walk away from every- 
thing.” She said she realized that “material 
things are nothing.” What is really impor- 


January 2005 
A publication of the American Friends Service Committee 


Friends find shelter at Bill’s Bunker, a winter shelter named after Father Bill O’Donnell. Florida McDuff (left) was camping in 
the hills until she was hospitalized with pneumonia. Her friend Ricardo Lopez (right) convinced her to come to the shelter. 


tant is “your health and freedom.” 

With freezing temperatures forecast for 
the night, her friend Ricardo Lopez con- 
vinced her to come indoors. She bright- 
ened up in the warmth of the shelter and 
became optimistic. “I’m going to get my 


health and everything right. I’m going 


See Bill’s Bunker Opens page four 
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A Lonely Death on the Doorstep of City Hall 


When a homeless person dies 


outside the mayor’s door, it is 
his own fault. That’s the way 
the system looks at it. 


by Becky Johnson 


t was against the law to lie down on 

a bench, but that was the least of his 

problems. Robert Wagner, 58, of 

Santa Cruz was dying of cancer. A 
fatal tumor occluded his airway, and as he 
slept on a park bench directly outside of 
Santa Cruz Mayor Mike Rotkin’s office, 
he died of-asphyxiation. 


When SCPD Officer Venegas arrived | 


on the icy morning of November 29, he 
found Wagner’s lifeless body. The local 
paper described his history of alcoholism 
but made no mention of the cancer. When 
a homeless person drops dead on the 
mayor’s doorstep, it is his fault. That is 
the way the system looks at it. 

That line of logic tells us that the home- 
less person did something wrong in his life 
which resulted initially in his homelessness 
and eventually in his. premature death. In 
Wagner’s case, his homelessness stemmed 


from a divorce seven years earlier that had 


left him despondent. 

Surely Mayor Rotkin bears no respon- 
sibility for the death of Robert Wagner. 

Rotkin does support the Sleeping Ban 
which made it illegal for Wagner to fall 
asleep on that bench and to let his body 
restore itself in order to fight his cancer. 

Rotkin also supports the blanket ban 
which means that had Wagner covered 
himself with a blanket on that frigid night, 
he would have been guilty of the crime of 
“setting up bedding.” In addition, it is a 
$162 crime to misuse a public bench. One 
may sit on it with one’s feet on the 
ground. Put your feet up and it’s a $162 
fine. Lie down, $162. Fall asleep and it’s 
$54 for a homeless person. : 

On the night of November 29, there 
were only 150 spaces for shelter indoors 
for homeless people in Santa Cruz. With a 
homeless population estimated at over 
2000 in the city, a lot of people are not 
only left out in the cold; they also must 
endure the stress of officers beating on the 
side of their vehicles at 2:30 a.m., or the 
bright light of a cop’s flashlight suddenly 
in their faces urging them to get up and 
move along, or being forced to stand in 
the cold and dark while being cited for 
sleeping or for trying to stay warm. 

Only 11 days after Wagner’s lonely 
death, on December 10, Mayor Rotkin 
spoke on the steps of the Santa Cruz 
County Courthouse in honor of the United 
Nations “Human Rights Day.” 

“Having Rotkin speak in favor of 
human rights. is a real joke,” said Bernard 
Klitzner, an activist with HUFF 
(Homeless United for Friendship and 
Freedom). “How can he say he supports 
human rights when he supports the 
Sleeping Ban? He is such a hypocrite.” 

As Mayor Rotkin read his statement in 
support of Human Rights day, along with 
the three other mayors of the four cities in 
Santa Cruz County, HUFF members held 
signs calling Rotkin a hypocrite and urg- 
ing him to end the Sleeping Ban. 


HOMELESS ACTIVIST WINS LAWSUIT 


HUFF announced at their press confer- 
ence some local developments in the 
homeless civil rights struggle. Robert 
Norse of HUFF recently won $5000 in a 
federal lawsuit for false arrest against the 
City of Santa Cruz after SCPD Sgt. 
“Butchie” Baker falsely arrested him for 
obstructing a 20-feet-wide sidewalk with 
a 3-feet-wide table. Baker, SCPD police 
officials, the city attorney’s office, and 
Sushi Now manager Matisse Selman col- 
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luded to punish Norse for publicizing a 

boycott of Selman’s business in return for 
Selman’s anti-homeless policies. [See 

“Homeless Activist Wins in Federal Court 

Suit Against Santa Cruz Police for False 

Arrest,” Street Spirit, October 2004}. 


MAYOR TO FACE PUBLIC TRIAL 


Norse won another victory in late 
November in a second lawsuit against the 
City of Santa Cruz. On March 12, 2002, 
then-Mayor Christopher Krohn ordered 
Norse to leave the City Council chambers, 
recessed the meeting when he refused, 
and sent Sgt. Baker to direct him to leave. 

Instead of issuing Norse a “citizen’s 
arrest” citation from Krohn, Baker esca- 
lated the situation and proceeded to arrest 
Norse, handcuff him, remove him from 
council chambers, and jail him for five 
hours. Charges were never filed. Norse 
struck back with a lawsuit for false arrest. 

Though arrested and handcuffed, 
Norse was initially facing no clear charge. 
After conferring with a puzzled city attor- 
ney, Baker jailed him for “disrupting a 
public meeting.” The incident that pro- 
voked Norse’s brief, silent, mock-Nazi 
salute was a response to Krohn’s threat to 
have a peace activist removed from the 
council chambers. Krohn did not even see 
the silent salute himself. 

Federal District Judge Robert Whyte 
first summarily dismissed Norse’s law- 
suit. But on November 26, 2004, after an 
unusual 14-month delay, the Ninth Circuit 
Court of Appeals overturned Whyte’s 
decision and returned Norse’s lawsuit to 
Whyte’s court for federal trial. 

Said Norse, “The spectacle of a mayor 
stumbling to explain his rationale for 
arresting someone for making a critical 
gesture in a public meeting will be some- 
thing to watch. It promises to be highly 
educational and may be more effective 
than letters, protests or elections.” 

On November 29, attorneys Paul 
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The war squanders billions of dollars needed for the poor, and results Robert L. Terrell’ 
in more homeless veterans, some missing limbs and in wheelchairs. 


Sanford and Kate Wells filed another civil 
rights lawsuit in Santa Cruz. The suit chal- 


lenges the constitutionality of a municipal 


code under which homeless local John 
Maurer was twice cited for “profanity while 
soliciting.” He wore a small sign protesting 
police harassment as he sat begging in one 
of the limited legal locations permitted the 
poor on Pacific Avenue. The sign read, 
“Fuck the Pigs (Police).” 

Maurer wrote the sign after repeatedly 
being forced to “move along” and threat- 


ened with having his few belongings con-. 


fiscated when he briefly left them to open 
the door for an 84-year-old resident of the 
Palomar Hotel using a walker. 

Once attorney Paul Sanford volun- 
teered to take the case, City Attorney John 
Barisone quickly moved to drop proceed- 
ings. In an unusual move, Sanford 
acknowledged that Maurer was “guilty” 
of violating the law, but argued that the 
law itself was unconstitutional for being 
vague and overly broad. 

Commissioner Irwin Joseph (known to 
some court watchers as “Junk Justice” 
Joseph) ignored Sanford’s pleadings, 
announced he’d already made up his 
mind, dismissed the case, and left the 
anti-homeless law active. 

Determined to overturn the unconstitu- 
tional law, Sanford said it was time for 
the Santa Cruz City Council to act respon- 
sibly. “I hope they’ll change the law 
before we go to court and spare us all the 
time and expense,” he commented. 

Earlier this year, the City Council set- 
tled the Blue Lagoon police harassment 
case for more than $1.25 million, when an 
apology and correction of police behavior 
would have served early in the case. 


MORE HOMELESS DEATHS 


HUFF members organized a march 
down Pacific Avenue to mourn the recent 
homeless deaths in November of Shaun 


Fairless, known as “Scottie,” who died of 


-»- photo. 


- exposure under the Soquel Avenue bridge, 


and Robert Wagner, who died on a bench 
40 feet from the warm council chambers 
and Mayor Rotkin’s office. A candlelight 
procession, with a drum and a wailing New 
Orleans-wake-style saxophone, ended up at 
the site of Wagner’s death. 

With shelter for only a fraction of the 
people experiencing homelessness, HUFF 
is preparing a federal lawsuit unless the 
council moves to implement guidelines 
that acknowledge the right and need of 
homeless people to engage in life-sustain- 
ing behavior like sleeping. 

A recent letter to Santa Cruz officials 
by attorneys David Beauvais and Kate 
Wells demanded the dismissal of all tick- 
ets issued in the past year under the camp- 
ing law — when the lack of shelter was 
known to city authorities — as well as 
suspension over the winter of all arrests 
for sleeping, using blankets, or setting up 
a tent against the rain. 


TRAQ WAR LINKED TO HOMELESSNESS 


Former Mayor Scott Kennedy and 
Mayor Mike Rotkin refused to consider a 
resolution calling for the immediate with- 
drawal of troops from Iraq. The resolution 
was presented, with Vets for Peace sup- 
port, at two successive City Council meet- 
ings by HUFF members. Ironically, in 
April 2003, Kennedy blocked an earlier 
“U.S. Out of Iraq” resolution even though it 
received widespread community support. 
When HUFF member Francis Markovic 
brought it up again in late November, 
Kennedy chided her for “not being serious” 
in bringing up the resolution. 

_ HUFF activists have pressed to revital- 
ize the anti-war effort. They have urged 
the council to pass a resolution similar to 


-thestrong, “U.S. Out of Iraq and =. 
Afghanistan” resolution passed by the +; 


Arcata City Council in July 2004. 

Four Santa Cruz County residents have 
been killed in Iraq in the last year and a 
half. The war squanders $6 billion per 
month desperately needed for the poor, 
creates more dead and homeless abroad, 
and leaves us with a future of more home- 
less and impoverished vets in Santa Cruz, 
some missing limbs and in wheelchairs. 
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In Atietica, the fact of oli- 
garchy is the most dread- 
ed knowledge of all. 


by Norman Salomou 


{he usual notion of big news is the . 
unusual. Journalists are taught to. 


look for “man bites dog” stories — | | 


the events that raise eyebrows and make 
us think, “Wow!” News of the ordinary 
also makes the cut in media outlets, of 
course; but it’s not what sizzles, and it’s 


not apt to get onto front peers or prime- — 


time broadcasts. 

A simple rejoinder to the media status 
quo is that what we really need are more 
“dog bites man” and “dog bites woman” 
stories. For every spectacular event, there 
are many others — just as terrible or just 
_ as wonderful — that barely register on the 


media Richter scale because they’re hap- ’ 


pening all the time. What’s earthshaking 
in people’s lives is often barely visible to 
the hype-hungry media eye. 
_ But journalism has the challenge of 
simultaneously tracking what’s usual and 
_ unusual. One complication is that important 
~ ongoing realities may occasionally receive 
a lot of attention as a result of media whim. 
A certain social ill might suddenly get a 
burst of national publicity because editors at 
the New York Times decided to make it a- 
page-one news feature. 
The fly-on-the-wall conceits of 
reporters can distort our understanding of 
what’s happening in the. world. Even 
though media coverage often skews politi- 
cal developments rather than merely 
depicting them, journalists routinely adhere 


to the pretense that they are-just sti i a 
’~ that a political whip hangs over their head. 


dramatic events from off-stage: 
The division of labor between Goutial: 
ists and politicians, in fact, is more appar- 
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“Please help with food and money.” A beggar’s sign reminds us that in 
the richest nation on earth, millions are homeless, hungry and destitute. _ 
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It’s not unusual for the economic system of the USA to take | 


the lives of people simply because they don’t have the 
money to pay for medical care, nutrition or a roof over 
their heads. It happens all the time. Countless Americans 
will be braving the cold overnight for want of cold cash. 


ent than real. Both are shaping public per- 
ceptions. Both directly affect the likeli- 


hood of electoral victory and deféat. 


Neither is inclined to openly acknowledge 
that they need each other to ply their 
trades. And in general, to-a large extent, 
both are slurping their livelihoods from 
the same corporate troughs. 

Fifteen years ago, the essayist Walter 
Karp observed: “The news media in 
America do not tell the American people 


That is because a political whip hangs over 
their head.” Writing in the July 1989 edi- 


tion of Harper’s magazine, he offered an 
assessment that is no less relevant — and 
no more palatable — today. 

“In the American republic the fact of 
oligarchy is the most dreaded knowledge 
of all, and our news keeps that knowledge 
from us,” Karp wrote. “By their subjuga- 
tion of the press, the political powers in 


America have conferred on themselves _ 
the greatest of political blessings — 


Gyges’ ring of invisibility. And they have 


~- left the American people more deeply baf- 


fled by their own country’s politics than 
any people on earth. Our public realm lies 


steeped in twilight, and we call that twi- 
light news.” 

Yet not all corporate-minded func-. 
tionaries are alike. The range of discourse 
and debate in news media, woefully con- 
stricted, is still meaningful. While fre- 
quently pathetic with a GOP-friendly 
approach, the Democratic members of 
Congress collectively represent a some- 
what different set of constituencies and 
interests than the Republicans running the 
legislative and executive branches. 

‘To a theorist — particularly, for 
instance, one who is personally insulated 
from poverty — the difference might be 
negligible. To someone living in a family 
dependent on income from the legal mini- 
mum wage, the specific policies in effect 
under the American system of oligarchy 
can-make a substantial difference. 

It’s not unusual for the economic system 
of the USA to take the lives of people sim- 
ply because they don’t have the money to 
pay for medical care, nutrition or a roof 
over their heads. It happens all the time, and 
it’s rarely news. At the moment, countless 
Americans will be braving the cold 
overnight for want of cold cash. It’s not 
unusual. In fact, it’s part of what makes this 
country not so great. 

The dogs of top-down class war keep 
biting men, as well as women and children. 
Those humans shouldn’t need to bite back 
before such daily realities are newsworthy. 

As a practical matter, journalists are 
part of the story. Their reporting decisions 


- can shift the public view, if only momen- 


tarily. They shouldn’t wait for some 
flashy or unusual event before proclaim- 
ing a Really Big Story. The momentous 
news about the typical is right in front of | 
us, every day, hidden in plain sight. 
Norman Solomon is co-author, with Reese 
Erlich, of Target Iraq: What the News Media 
Didn’t Tell You. His writings can be found at 
www.normansolomon.com. 


Remorse for t the ‘Leaders’ Who Destroy Life in Our Names 


by Norman Solomon 


| arly in the coldest season, optimists 
think of the day after solstice. It is 
predictable: the hemisphere will 


start tilting toward more light and warmth. 
But in the politics of human societies, 


there’s no reliable way to tell how long a 


bone-rattling chill will last — or how far 
it might go. : 

A government’s harsher policies could 
provoke kinetic revulsion and progressive 


resurgence. Or the dominant political - 


atmosphere might have an overall effect 
of strengthening and perpetuating itself. 
By now, the 2004 electorate has been 
spliced and diced to the culinary standard of 
American punditry. Countless journalists . 
have joined with other analysts to explain 
what: it all really means. But the news 
media still don’t tell us much about under- 
lying aspects of mood that can’t be broken 
out with poll numbers. Wooden questions 
yield data about stiff answers. Fact-based 


truth than a fact-based phone book. 


Today, in this closely and fiercely divid- 
ed country, large numbers of people see 
President George W. Bush as despicable. 
But the tenor of daily reporting does little to 

incorporate such assessments into the mix 
of media coverage. And the conciliatory 
noises coming from Democrats on Capitol 
Hill are misleading; they don’t reflect the 
hostility that persists at the grassroots. 


Potentially volatile, the rage toward. 


- Washington’s current rulers is percolating, 


underneath the recent often-cutesy news — 


items. about upticks. of interest.in emigrat- 
da and fantasies. of blue-state 
rhe extensive foreboding in the 
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present-day United States is often of a 
character and vehemence that mainstream 
U.S. media reporting is either unwilling or 
unable to evoke. 

Many millions of Americans would tell 
a suitably inquiring journalist that they 
don’t really regret John Kerry’s loss; what 
they find horrific is the new four-year 


‘news media keep giving enormous defer- 


ence to the USA’s bastions of consolidat- 
ed economic and electoral power. 
Absent from daily news coverage is 


Temorse. 
So, the major media outlets of the . 


United States are entering this winter in a 
resolute state of “disremorse’’ — about 180 


Remorse is still light-years away. No need to mention peo- 
ple who don’t have a home; no need to focus on the chil- 
dren and adults with paltry health care, or on the human 
impacts of so much scarcity in the midst of great wealth. 


lease on the White House for an adminis- 
tration with an unrepentant track record of 
mendacity and extreme ideological zeal. 
With two federal branches under the 
control of those zealots, the final arbiter of 
the third branch, the Supreme Court, is 
now under severe threat of wink-and-nod 


_ judicial fundamentalism. More than ever, 
reporters may not offer much more human _ 


in this context, journalism is a thin yet 
vital reed. Protection of civil liberties and 
abortion rights is at imminent risk. Yet the 


_ degrees from any sense of national apology 


or expressed regret. In the aftermath of a 51 


percent victory for the Rove-Cheney-Bush 


regime on Election Day, the breast-beating 
and halo-preening exercises have intensi- 
fied. And while a cast of characters — 
Ashcroft, Powell, Ridge, etc. — heads 
toward the exits, virtually interchangeable 
players step into their roles. 
With all the comings and goings, 

remorse is still light-years away as top 
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officials speak and news media report. No 
need to mention people who don’t have a 
home; no need to focus on the children 
and adults with paltry health care, or on 
the overall human impacts of so much 
scarcity in the midst of great wealth. — 
These profound concerns really matter 
in people’s lives. Yet it’s as though the 
reigning politicians and media have found 
ways to take our minds off our minds. - 
The nerve-blocking anesthetics of mass 
media impede the flow of feeling in unau- 
thorized directions. Cause and effect are 
disconnected, so that it seems unavoidable 
and natural for children to live in poverty 
across town or for U.S. troops to be 


killing and dying in Iraq. 


Right now, it’s a struggle to disrupt the 
numbing media chatter about miscalcula- 
tions and mistakes — to insist on acknowl- 
edgment of moral: culpability. America’s 
winter of disremorse is not about nature, it’s 
about a lack of nurture for what remains 
frozen: our capacity to innovate and coop- 
erate sufficiently to stop the “leaders” who 
destroy life in our names. 
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Innovative Ways to Build Truly Affordable Housing 


The innovative Shelter One 
is only 100 square feet, 10 
- feet long by 10 feet wide. 


by Lydia Gans 


t didn’t take very long to tour the 
house that San Francisco activist Jim 
Reid built. The whole interior could 
be taken in with one glance. It is 
called “Shelter One,” and takes up only 
100 square feet, 10 feet long by 10 feet 
wide. The small house contains a kitchen 
and bathroom, including a bathtub, and a 


sleeping loft accessed by ladder. It cost a 


mere $10,000 to build. 

The alternative housing tour was spon- 
sored by the Campaign-to Abolish 
Poverty (CAP) and the Senior Housing 
Action Committee (SHAC), a part of the 
Senior Action Network. The tour was 
intended to demonstrate the possibility of 
“Truly Affordable Housing,” and was fol- 
lowed by a meeting at the Senior Action 
Network office on Mission Street with the 
builder, architect and activists. 

The house, unoccupied at present, is 
sitting in the corner of a parking lot 
behind an industrial building at 13th and 
Mission Streets in San Francisco. Jim 
Reid has been trying for more than two 
years to get the city to help him locate it 
on a site so that a poor, currently home- 
less person can afford to rent or buy it. 

Keith Savage has been living on the 
streets for more than 30 years. He is a 
poet, handyman, and articulate speaker on 
behalf of the poor and homeless. He 
hooked up with Reid a while back and has 
been looking forward to moving into the 
little house. But, he says, “Nobody would 
give him land to put it on, nobody would 
give him the support he needs to establish 
it or the funds to build it.” 

Savage has no illusions about why city 
bureaucrats aren’t helping to make this kind 
of affordable housing available. “The rea- 
son they’re not giving Jim the support is 
because it would knock out a lot of other 


housing which they’re trying to sell at a 


high price,” he says. “This is affordable 
housing. As well as the fact that they want 
people homeless because they can ask for 


funds to take care of the homeless. Then’ 


when the funds come, they disappear.” 
Savage works closely with Barbara 
Arms, the chief CAP organizer since the 
group was founded in 1991. Abolishing 
poverty is an ambitious goal, to say the 
least. CAP has been working toward that 
goal by organizing public actions and 
demonstrations, carrying out educational 


projects and wide-ranging media out- 


‘reach, and participating in coalitions with 
other groups working for economic jus- 
tice. Their original focus was on employ- 
ment issues, but their current emphasis is. 
on obtaining truly affordable housing. 

Arms explains, “Our commitment is to 

_abolish poverty, which is an ideal; and we 


also want to empower poor people, home-- 


less people, working people. So as we 
develop as a coalition, we will insure that 
there are homeless people represented at 
each of these ee women, families, 
single men.’ 
important, Arms says, “to represent the 
homeless people as an independent voice” 
and to do outreach to the community. 
Barbara Arms and Barbara Blong, 
director of SHAC, organized the Truly 
Affordable Housing event together. About 
two dozen seniors participated in the tour 
and then gathered at the Senior Action 
Network office for take-out Chinese lunch 
and a discussion on affordable housing. 
. Lively presentations were given by Jim 
Reid and by Donald McDonald, writer, 
architect and builder of many small hous- 


’ Savage’s participation is. 


es all over the city. The talks were fol- 
lowed by lots of audience participation. 

The seniors in attendance generally 
agreed that the design of Shelter One was 


attractive and amazingly compact; but the © 


exterior steps and the interior ladder to the 
sleeping loft make it inaccessible for most 
seniors and people with disabilities. 
However, that didn’t dampen their enthu- 
siasm or interest in the concept. 

Donald McDonald then ‘presented his 


ideas to the group. He has been building » 


small houses since the early 1980s in San 
Francisco and nearby cities. The idea is to 
build a house cheaply enough so that the 


payments on the mortgage would-be no . 
more than rent. 


“We’ve got a democracy where you 
have choices,” he said. “You can either 
rent or buy.” Many pieces of vacant land 
are scattered around the city, he main- 
tained, on which one or more of the hous- 


“es can be built. The really small houses 


can even be stacked one above the other. 
McDonald has built about 300 houses 
in San Francisco, he said, “to show that 
by building small you can keep the cost 
down — just the construction, not the 
land. My theory was that CalTrans had all 
these freeway easements; the homeless 
are there anyhow half the time. I thought, 
why not give them something where they 
can live in that’s warm and comfortable 
and it’s their home.” | 
Those houses lasted more than three 
years until CalTrans made him move 
them. Some of his houses are larger; for 
example, there are several 20-feet-by-20- 
feet houses in a row on the corner of 
Hermann and Steiner streets that are 
attractive and fit into the neighborhood. 
McDonald said that he can build 


cheaply because there are no land costs 


and he can hire nonunion labor. This com- 


ment precipitated some vehement protests . 


from the audience. He doesn’t always use 
nonunion labor, he explained; but often, 
the difference in cost can be significant. 
McDonald’s proposals are not without 
precedent. In his book, Democratic 
Architecture, he described tiny cottages, 
5,610 of them, that were built in city 
parks to house people left homeless after 
the 1906 San Francisco earthquake. They 
were intended for people who had never 
owned homes. If they wished, they could 
then oy them for 60 dollars, and eventu- 
ally move them to their own plot of land. 
But now, bureaucracy has reared its 


| bunch of rules,” 


Senior housing activists Val and Evelyn Schaaf stand with Barbara Arms at the little house built by Jim Reid. 


ugly head. McDonald’s chief complaint is 
with the planning department. There is 
plenty of land available, he maintained. 
“We can take 20,000 units a year in 
this city and we build 1400” because of 
the Byzantine process for getting anything 
approved, he said. “San Francisco is the 


most conservative city when it comes to — 


planning. The charter is written so the 


mayor can use the planning depaument as 
a political tool. It’s sick!” : 


Reid agreed. He maintained that he can ~ 


build his little houses so that anyone can 
afford them, but “‘it’s government that’s in 
the way. Government at every level — 
state, federal and city — adds obstacles 
that make housing very expensive.” 

Reid cited numerous examples of regu- 
lations that often require time-consuming 


and expensive inspections. “We could - 


build my little housés densely, like 20 on 


a lot, so people could actually buy a 
house. If they were on welfare they could 


buy a house, or if you got $5.50 minimum 
wage, you could buy a house.” 

He went on to suggest that, in San 
Francisco, a person could buy such a little 
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house and sell it a couple of years later for 
twice what it cost, using their equity to 
buy a larger house. In response, someone 
asked if he is encouraging speculation. He 
replied, “Absolutely!” This too, ee 
some discussion. 

But Reid is apparently not alone in his 
attitudes about property and entrepreneur- 


ship. He quoted a research study that 


showed that a vast majority of Americans, 
rich or poor, want to own their own 
homes. The ‘alternatives, subsidized hous- 
ing and housing built by nonprofits, he 
seems to consider problematic at best. 
With all the attention being focused on 
homelessness these days, both by political 
officials and the public, the practical solu- 


tions proposed by Reid and McDonald 


call for serious attention. McDonald’s 
book contains numerous detailed plans for 
different sized houses. oe 
Reid is a contractor, and he is ready to 
build the kind of houses that can greatly 
alleviate the problem of homelessness. 
And he is committed. “I think homeless- 
ness is immoral in a Christian country,” 
he declared. We echo that sentiment. 


Bill’s Bunker “Opens i in Stormy Weather 


from page one 


back to work next os fopefully, and 
continue to save money.” 

_ Her friend Ricardo is houseless more or 
less by choice. He is 52 years old, a musi- 
cian and writer and political activist. He 
has strong principles against working in 
any way, he declares, that would “support 
the system that oppresses me and my 
brothers and sisters.” For him, getting 
Florida into the shelter in her fragile condi- 
tion was important on this very cold night. 

Emmanuel Hicks is one of the shelter 
staff. He doesn’t have a regular job but 
survives by doing odd jobs. He is housed 
now, but he knows what it is like to be 
homeless. When he was homeless, he 
recalls, “Dorothy Day House was very 
helpful to me.” When they started the shel- 
ter last year, he volunteered and now is 
one of the four paid staff persons. He is 
happy to be in a position to help others. 

J-C. Orton and Ina Ehrehfeucht have 
been around the homeless community for 
a long time and are known and trusted. 
Orton declares that they “don’t have a 


ter feel like a comfortable and comfort- 


but try to make the shel-~ 


ing family gathering. 

He quotes from their statement of pur- 
pose: “This shelter is a wet facility as we 
are aware that some will enter under the. 
influence. Those so observed will be asked 


‘to go immediately to their bunk for the 
evening. In an effort to make this a hos- 


pitable shelter for all we ask that guests 
refrain from loud, violent or threatening 
behavior (and) the use of illegal substances 


or alcohol on the property. It is our desire 


to provide a comfortable environment 
where people and relationships are tended | 
to and valued both in welcoming the 
stranger and embracing our brother.” 

Many religions advocate helping 
those in need, but those teachings seem 
to be ignored by most people — except 
maybe on special occasions such as 
Thanksgiving and Christmas. Only a 
few, like Ina and J.C., are truly dedicated 
to acting on their beliefs. 

Orton says it gives him tremendous 
satisfaction “to be able to take 50 people 
off the street and get them where they’re 
dry and warm — to be able to say, let me’ 
take you in, sleep with us here and we’re 
not going to require anything of you 


except for you to rest-yourself.”’ 


Fighting Bad 
Laws with 
Good Lawyers 


The former chief Public Defender of 
Santa Barbara is now hard at work 
defending the rights of homeless peo- 
ple and vehicle dwellers — and he’s 
racking up a series of legal victories. 


Dy Robert Norse 
ighting bad laws with oe lawyers, the 


another victory in Santa Barbara in late October, 
confounding the latest stratagem by city ns 
to-drive homeless vehicle dwellers out of town. 

Victorious i in more than 135 of the 145 cases he has 
undertaken at no charge on behalf of homeless people, 


Barbara, successfully established the necessity defense, 
virtually ending sleeping and cone tickets against 
homeless vehicle dwellers. 

Mowrer also won the far-reaching Cooper/Mobley 
decision in appeals court. The appellate court ruled that 
folks living in vehicles cannot be forced to use a shelter 
that requires religious exercises. Also, they cannot be 
expected to go to a shelter where they would be forced to 
abandon their property, pets, and privacy, if they already 
have their own reasonable vehicular housing. 

This decision, although unpublished, has had signifi- 
cant consequences in Santa Barbara, prompting city offi- 
cials to shift from enforcement of the sleeping and camp- 
ing bans to new administrative “no parking” laws — 
which Mowrer is also successfully challenging. 

Mowrer won a temporary restraining order (TRO) in 
March 2003 from Judge James Brown, thereby putting 
on hold two “no parking for the homeless” laws until 
adequate warning signs were posted. [See “Taking 


Bigoted City Laws to Court in Santa Barbara,” Street 


Spirit, April 2003.] The first law bans parking a recre- 
ational vehicle (RV) for more than two hours anywhere 
in the city; the second bans parking RVs at all on city 
streets from 2 a.m. to 6 a.m. 

In a subsequent court appearance, Santa Barbara’s city 


attorney declared that the City was posting adequate sig-- 


nage. Judge Brown took the unsupported declaration 
under submission and later lifted the TRO without an 
open evidentiary hearing. Not so fast, responded Mowrer, 
_ who then appealed Brown’s back-chambers decision. 

More than a year later, in October 2004, the appeals 
court agreed with Mowrer and also awarded him $2700 in 
court costs. The appeals court remanded the case back to 
Santa Barbara for a hearing on whether the “No RV park- 
ing” signs were comprehensible, whether they were posted 
- visibly in enough spots, and whether, as Mowrer argued, 
they had to be posted on each individual street and not just 
on city entrances, as the city attorney argued. 

Though the appeals court rejected Mowrer’s argument 
that Santa Barbara cannot selectively ban a type of vehi- 
cle, such as an RV, it did intimate it would consider an 
argument down the road that the law was designed to ban 


a class of: people. This concern-about equal protection .. mal 
.of the RVs. This is the equal protection concern successful- 


was the basis on which a “keep off the grass” law in 
Carmel was thrown out in the late 1960s; specifically 
designed to remove hippies, the law against “undesirable 
types” was found to be unconstitutional. 

After the appeals court victory, Mowrer got Judge 
Brown to disqualify himself, and approached a new judge, 
Denise Debellefeuille. Judge Debellefeuille held the hear- 
ing that Brown wouldn’t, and rejected the modified signage 
proposal brought forward by the City. She ruled that the 
signs were confusing in their wording, looked like general 
“no parking” signs, were hard to read, and were not placed 
in enough spots to give adequate notice. 

_ While the case was on appeal, the City continued to 
give out the suspect tickets to RV dwellers, forcing 
_-houseless folks whose vehicles are their homes outside 


city limits into the county, which has a “no camping” but - 


not a “no parking” law. 

Peter Marin, a longtime writer and social activist on 
homeless issues in Santa Barbara, said, “They’ ve suspend- 
ed all ticketing. However, they’ve already broken up the 
large communities of RVs which had collected in a few 
places. These [RVs] may have constituted a real problem. 
But the City could have dealt with them by local signage or 


Committee for Social Justice’s Legal Project won © 
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Police cars may be the only vehicles where homeless people are allowed. Above, police criminalize a 


homeless man for Bee ing on a Southern Californi beach, and 
Glen Mowrer, former head Public Defender in Santa — aes eae. ae a 


permits on problem streets, ‘without such a draconian law 
which drove all RV dwellers out of the city.” 

Mowrer explained, “The City passed a law and started 
enforcing it without any signs. Then the Court of Appeals 
found those signs inadequate. The City proposed new 
signs. Judge Debellefeuille found the modified signage 
insufficient. Now the City wants to come back into court 
again with a third version. How many times are we going 
to have to go through this? We’re asking that they wait 
[and the injunction stays in force] until the in 
February or March.” 

The problem, Mowrer added, is a selectively enforced 
ban targeted at houseless people. “I know of three RVs 
parked on the street. I see them when I walk my dog. 
These are ‘respectable’ vans used by families for tempo- 
rary housing when they visit relatives.” : 

The case hasn’t been cheap. Funded most one by 
a grant from the Fund for Santa Barbara, it’s expected to 
cost over $30,000, with expert witness testimony about 


the adequacy of signage taking up a chunk of the change. 


At the case management hearing on December 16, 
Mowrer argued that the City’s repeated attempts to lift 
the preliminary injunction with yet another “signage” 
proposal had to wait until the actual trial in March. Judge 
Debellefeuille agreed. Mowrer further amended the com- 
plaint, alleging that the me acted in bad faith and for 
malicious purposes. 

. The city attorney said he may el Debelletcuilie S 
ruling, which could delay the final resolution of the case 


_ another year, leaving the anti-homeless RV-law suspend- 


ed and the homeless people living in vehicles protected. 
If the City doesn’t appeal, Mowrer and Santa Barbara’s 
“RV terminators” are due back in court on ee 3; 
2005, for an update prior to the actual trial. 

Nancy McCradie of Homes on Wheels is a homeless 
mom and grandmom who has been fighting for civil 
rights for over a quarter century. “A lot of people in their 
RVs are pretty disabled,” she said. “I’m so glad that we 
have a judge that understands that this is an economic sit- 
uation and needs to be addressed as such.” 

Encouraged by the appeals court ruling, Mowrer will 


argue at the upcoming trial that the City was motivated by — 


malice towards the group of people identified as “occupants 


ly raised in the Carmel “hippies off the grass” case. 
Mowrer will also argue that the impact of the law 


-unconstitutionally restricts freedom of intrastate travel 


for RV owners, guaranteed by the state constitution. 
Santa Barbara’s ban on RV parking makes travel prob- 
lematic or impossible for a targeted group. . 

Said Mowrer, “Travelers can’t park on the streets. If 
they want to spend a night in a motel and have to park on 


the street, they can’t do it.” The maze of ordinances pro- 


hibiting camping, sleeping; parking, and parking at cer- 


tain hours makes up a net. That net, Mowrer argues, has, 


the effect of systematic discrimination — and that dis- 
crimination appears to be intentional. 


Since Santa Barbara officials had trouble evicting RV — 


dwellers under other codes, the City Council put together 
this latest law against the advice of their own city com- 
mission. It ignores the state law requiring posting and 
was enforced against a targeted list of more than one 
hundred RV dwellers. “The list was created ahead of 
time and those on the list were specifically warned even 
before the signs were posted,” he said. 

Mowrer will also argue that the RV laws make vehi- 


Our arguments are correct... 


Courts,’ 


photo 


cles unusable for the purpose for sehich they were 
designed. “It will end up taking the property of these 
poor people since they’ll get tickets and not be able to 
pay them. The City knows their vehicles will be towed.” - 

He concluded, “We’re still fighting and pushing on.... 
The court is going to have 
[to have] the courage to risk offending the’ powers that 
be, the Santa Barbara City Council, and those who sup- 
port this law.” 


Contact the Committee for Social Justice’s Legal Project at 
(805) 560-6062. Contact Homes on Wheels at (805) 866-4895. 

For further information on challenges to these anti-homeless 
laws, see “Santa Barbara’s Sleeping Ban Stumbles in the 
” Street Spirit, June 2001; “New Blows Against the 
Santa Barbara Sleeping Ban,” Street Spirit, September 2001; 
“Defender of Homeless Rights Wins Important Court Ruling,” 
Street Spirit, February 2002; and “Taking Bigoted City Laws to 
Court in Santa Barbara,” Street Spirit, April 2003. 


HUMVEE SOCIETY 
by Teddy Bakersfield 


| I saw the viciousness of the attack dogs 


Saw people torn apart in front of the Cross 
Saw the bumper sticker on a Humvee which read 
“God Bless America And God Bless Our Troops” 


| As it drove past the homeless lying in the streets 


Then watched the liberal contender on TV 

The “opposition” candidate with his mansions | 
And unseemly wealth who led the party 

Which long ago had been captured 

By a corporate elite. 


Listened to a young student explain 


‘| That the values of Christianity 


And Capitalism were the same 
So too those of the Christian Right 
Whose voting block assured - : 
The election of the President — 


I heard a news commentator commend 
Israel for its “restraint” 
Praise America for its support 


| Of the massacres in Palestine 
And for its crimes against humanity 


In a war-torn Iraq 


I read about many Americans 
Who voted against their own interests 
But who cherish their guns 


-| Fear those different from themselves 


Believe in American “values” 
Watch TV news and make jokes 
About “intellectuals” 


‘So the ancient Greeks, it seems, had it right 
Democracy is a fallacy 

Particularly when coupled with an ideology 
Which proclaims acquisitive behavior 

And unlimited desire a part of human nature 


A manufactured ideology, though 


One that makes certain the truth 

“You are the other me” will never come to light 
And in all of this, if you listen carefully 

You may begin to understand the viciousness" 
Seen in spite of the Cross — and why 

The homeless people of the earth must die 


Rain Lane ~ 
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Poor Leonard’s Almanack 


by Leonard Roy Frank 
Street Spirit January 2005 


Remembering Martin 
Luther King Jr. 


Martin Luther King Jr. (1929-1968) — - 
prophet, man of peace, hero for all ages — 
was born in Atlanta on- January 15th 76 

_ years ago. Remembering his words and 
deeds, let us strive to realize his dream. 


1. I still believe that standing up for the 
truth of God is the greatest thing in the 
world. This is the end of life. The end of 
life is not to,be happy. The end of life is 
not to achieve pleasure and avoid pain. 
The end of life is to do the will of God, 
come what may. 


“The. Most Durable Power,” 
(Alabama), 6 Neve be 1956 


sermon, Montgomery 


2. True peace is not merely the absence of 


tension; it is the presence of justice. 
Stride Toward Freedom, 2, 1958 


3. Nonviolence... does not seek to defeat 
or humiliate the opponent, but to win his 


friendship and understanding. 
- Stride Toward Freedom, 6, 1958 


4. The nonviolent approach does not imme- 

diately change the heart of the oppressor. It 
first does something to the hearts and souls 
of those committed to it. It gives them new . 
self-respect; it calls up resources of strength 
and courage that they did not know they 
had. Finally it reaches the opponent and so 
stirs his conscience that reconciliation - 


becomes a reality. 
- Stride Toward Freedom, 11, 1958 


5. Today the choice is no longer between 
violence and nonviolence. It is either non- 


violence or nonexistence. 
Stride Toward Freedom, 11, 1958 


6. Injustice anywhere is a threat to justice 
everywhere. 
“Letter from Birmingham City Jail,” 16 April 1963 


7. In any nonviolent campaign there are 
four basic steps: (1) collection of the facts 
to determine whether injustices are alive, 
(2) negotiation, (3) self-purification, and 
(4) direct action. : 

“Letter from Birmingham City Jail,” 16 April 1963 


8. An individual who breaks a law that 
conscience tells him is unjust, and willing- 
ly accepts the penalty by staying in jail to 
arouse the conscience of the community 
over its injustice, is in reality expressing 
the very highest respect for law. 
“Letter from Birmingham City Jail,” 16 April 1963 


9. We shall have to repent in this genera- 
tion not merely for the vitriolic words and 
actions of the bad people, but for the 
appalling silence of the good people. 
“Letter from Birmingham City Jail,” 16 April 1963-- 


10. The time is always ripe to do right.’ 
“Letter from Birmingham City Jail,” 16 April 1963 
11. The question is not whether ‘we will be: 
extremists, but, what kind of extremists. ._ 
will we be. Will we be extremists for, hate, - 
or will we be extremists for love? Will we 
be extremists for the preservation of injus- 
tice — or will we be extremists for the 
cause of justice? 

“Letter from Birmingham City Jail,” 16 April 1963 


12. I have a dream that one day on the red 
hills of Georgia, sons of former slaves and 
sons of former slaveowners will be able to 
sit down together at the table of brother- 
hood. 

I have a dream that one day, even the 
state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with 
the heat of injustice, sweltering with the 
heat of oppression, will be transformed into 
a oasis of freedom and justice. 

I have a dream my four little children 
will one day live in a nation where they 
will not be judged by the color of their 
skin but by content of their character. I 


ow 2 ow ew ee i ew ew ee 


have a dream today! 

“I Have a Dream,” keynote address of the Civil 
‘Rights March at the Lincoln Memorial, Washington, 
28 August 1963 ‘ 


13. Science deals mainly with facts; religion 
deals mainly with values. The two are not 


rivals. They are complementary. 
Strength to Love, 1.1, 1963 


14. The saving of our world from pending 
doom will come, not through the compla- 


_ cent adjustment of the conforming majori- 
ty, but through the creative maladjustment 


of a nonconforming minority. 
Strength to Love, 2.3, 1963 


15. Love is the only force capable of trans- 


forming an enemy into a friend. 
Strength to Love, 5.2, 1963 


16. Whatever affects one directly affects 


all indirectly. I can never be what I ought 
to be until you are what you ought to be, 
and you can never be what you ought to be 
until I am what I ought to be. This is the 


interrelated structure of reality. 
Strength to Love, oe 1963 


17. Immoral means cannot bring moral 


.ends, for the-ends are pre-existent in the 


means. ; 
Strength to Love, 12.1, 1963 


18. At that moment I experienced the pres- 
ence of the Divine as I had never before 
experienced him. It seemed:as though I - 
could hear the quiet assurance of an inner 


voice, saying, “Stand up for righteousness, 


stand up for truth. God will be at your side 
forever.” Almost at once my fears began — 


-to pass from me. My uncertainty disap- 


peared. I was ready to face anything. The 
outer situation remained the same, but 
God had given me inner calm. 

“The Kitchen Experience,” 27 January 1956, 
Strength to Love, 13.3, 1963. Dr. King was describ- 
ing his late-night experience at the kitchen table in 
his home during the Montgomery bus boycott, when 


daily death threats to him and his family nearly 


brought him to the point of giving up the struggle. 


19. Faith is the opening of all sides and at 


every level of one’s life to the divine inflow. 
Strength to Love, 15.3, 1963 


20. The inseparable twin of racial injustice 
is economic injustice. 
Strength to Love, 17.1, 1963 


21. Intelligence plus character — that i is 
the goal of true education. 
Speech, Washington, 26 March 1964 


22. Nonviolence is not sterile passivity, 
but a powerful moral force which makes 
for social. transformation. 


Nobel Peace Prize acceptance address, Oslo, 11 
December 1964 


23. I refuse to accept the cynical notion. 
_“that'nation after nation must spiral. down, a 
militaristic stairway into the hell of ther- 
_monuclear destruction. I believe that 
unarmed truth and unconditional love will - 


~ have the final word in reality. This is ‘why 


“right temporarily defeated i is. stronger than . 
evil triumphant. - 


Nobel Peace Prize acceptance address, Oslo, 1 1, 
December 1964 


34. Man dies when he refuses 16 stand up 


for that which is right. A man dies when 
he refuses to take a stand for that which is 
true. So we are going to stand up right - 
here... letting the world know we are 


. determined to be free. 


Sermon, Selma (Alabama), 8 March 1965 


25. Our goal is to create a beloved com- 
munity, and this will require a qualitative 
change in our souls. 


“Nonviolence: The Only Road to: Freedom, y Ebony, 
October 1966 


26. I speak as a child of God and brother 
to the suffering poor of Vietnam. I speak 
for those whose land is being laid waste, 
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Martin Luther King, Jr. 


nonconforming minority.” © 


whose homes are being destroyed, whose 
culture is being subverted. I speak for the 
poor of America who are paying the dou- 
ble price of smashed hopes at home and 
death and corruption in Vietnam.....The 
great initiative in this war is ours. The ini- 
tiative to stop it must be ours. 
“Declaration of Independence from the War in 
Vietnam,” sermon, Riverside Church, New ‘York 
City, 4 April 1967 

27. A true scehiion of meiete all soon 
cause us to question the fairness and justice 


of many of our past and present policies. On — 
~ the one hand, we are called to play the good 
Samaritan on life’s roadside; but that will be 


only an initial act. One day we must come 
to see that the whole Jericho road must be 
transformed so that men and women will 
not be constantly beaten and robbed as they 
make their journey on life’s highway. True _ 
compassion is more than flinging a coin to a 
beggar; it is not haphazard and superficial. It 


comes to see that an edifice which produces 


beggars needs restructuring. A true revolu- 
tion of values will soon look uneasily on the 
glaring contrast of poverty and wealth. 
“Declaration of Independence: from the War in 


Vietnam,” - sermon, Riverside Church, New York 
City, 4 April 1967. 


28. What is needed is a realization that 


_. power without love is reckless and abusive 


and that love without power is sentimental 
and anemic. Power at its best is love 


implementing the demands of j justice. . 


Where Do We Go rom Here: Chaos or Come 
2.2, 1967 Seeger a ees ¢ 


29. Darkness cannot ae out darkness: 
only light can do that.-Hate cannot drive 
out hate: only love can do that. 


Where Do We Go von a Here: Chaos or Community? 
2.3, 1967 . 


30. To ignore oak is to o become 3 an accom- 
plice to it. 


Where Do We Go from Hee Chaos or r Community? 
3.2, 1967 


31. Together we must learn to live as 
brothers or together we will be forced to 
perish as fools. 


Where Do We Go from Here: Chats: or Community? 
6.1, 1967 


32. Enlarged material powers spell 
enlarged peril if there is not proportionate 
growth of the soul. He 


Where Do We Go from Here: Chaos or Community? 
6:1, 1967 


33. When scientific power outruns moral 
power, we end up with guided missiles and 
misguided men. When we foolishly mini- 


“The saving of our world from pending doom will come, : 
not through the complacent adjustment of the conforming 
majority, but through the creative maladjustment of a 

— Martin Luther King hr. e 


ee 3 April 1968 
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Art by Christa Occhiogrosso ; 


. mize the internal of our lives and maximize 
the external, we sign the warrant for our 


own day of doom. 


Where Do We Go from Here: Chaos or Community? 
6.1, 1967. ; 


34. Love 1s the key that unlocks the door - 
which leads to ultimate reality. 

Where Do We Go from Here: Chaos or Community? 
6.3, 1967 

35. That’s your new definition of gréat- 
ness.:.. It méans that everybody can be’ 
great. Because everybody can serve. You 
don’t have to have a college degree to serve. 
You don’t have to make your subject and 
your verb agree to serve.... You don’t have 
to know the second theory of thermodynam- 
ics in physics to serve. You only need a 
heart full of grace. A soul generated by 
love. And you can be that servant. 


“The Drum Major Instinct,” sermon, Ebenezer 
Baptist Church, Atlanta, 4 February 1968 


36. There i is nothing new about pOveay 
What is new is that we now have the tech- 
niques and the resources to get rid of: 


poverty. The real question is whether we: 


have the will. _ SPC eh. 
Passion Sunday sermon at the National Cathedral, 


Washington, 31 March 1968 


37. Ultimately a great nation is a compas- 
sionate nation. 
Passion Sunday sermon at the National Cathedral, 


‘Washington, 31 March 1968 - 


38. I. don’t know. what will AS now. 


We-ve.got.some difficult. days ahead. But 


it doesn’t matter with me now. Because 


I’ve been:to the mountaintop. And I don’t 


_mind, Like anybody, I would like to live a 


long life. Longevity has its place. But I’m 
not concerned about that now. I just want 
to do God’s will. And He’s allowed me to 


go to the mountain. And I’ve looked over. 


And I’ve seen the promised land! I may 
not get there with you. But I want you to 
know tonight that we as a people will get. 
to the promised land. And I’m not worried 
about anything. I’m not fearing any man. 
Mine eyes have seen the glory of the com- 


ing of the Lord. 
_ Closing paragraph of Dr. King’s last public address 


(on the eve of his assassination), Mason Temple, 


FSS CRARR KR 

Leonard. Roy Frank is the editor of Random 
House Webster’s Quotationary. Last year — 
Random House published his Freedom: Quotes 
and Passages from the World’s Greatest 
Freethinkers and 5 gift books titled Inspiration, 
Love, Money, Wisdom, and Wit, each subtitled 
The Greatest Things Ever Said. 
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Cinnamon Panhandles 
by Toni Cook (Cinnamon) 
I panhandle 


‘Spare a dime?” 

“Spare change?” 

‘Spare change for food?” 
“For my pets?” 

“For drugs?” 

“For tampons?” 

“For smokes?” 

“For hugs?” 

“To become a millionaire?” 


My favorite is 
“Spare change so I can buy a 
Nice house in Black Hawk?” 


If they give my answer is 

“Thank you, come to the housewarming 
Look for the red Maserati 

In the circular drive” 


If they don’t 


| I said “‘Thank you” anyway, 
““Come to the housewarming” 


Make ‘em laugh 

How often do you get a 
Good laugh nowadays? 
And how much does it cost? 


I Am Homeless. 
by Michael Creedon 


One last silver dollar 
Would get me from 

The Berkeley Marina 

To Jack London Square 

If I was going there 

And I am. It takes 

A lot of midnight 

To quench my thirst. 

I am the night person, 

You see me on the street. 

I have no place to live. 

I have no place to sleep. _ . 
And I have one last paper dollar. 


Why does he keep saying that? 

He’s talking to himself 

In the back of the bus 

But at least he’s speaking English 

At least he’s not foaming at the mouth 
At least he’s not wearing a bra 

But he doesn’t belong here. 

He isn’t one of us. 

He eats out of garbage cans. 


One last rubber dollar would get me 
From the island of Alameda 

To the BART station in Berkeley. 

Who would take that ride? 

Why would I make that pledge? 

I am a homeless person. 

Nothing means anything to me | 

Any more. I’ve about had it. 

I’m breaking down. 

You can take your well-greased 

__| Monkey dollar and build __ 

Another church or something. 

Twas born i in America. .- 

At least I thought that’s what they said. 
| Iwas right there at the Post Office, 
In 1944. I saw the American flag 


ee have always been exactly what. 
You wanted me to be. 
I give up my identity 
| And take on the one you give me. 
When you look at me, 
You catch your breath and look. away, 
| You see menace 
But it is not mine. 
I have no place to live. 
| They have taken the midnight 
Out of my thirst. Now I’m just thirsty. 
Thirsty for an orange with no peelings. 
I want it all stripped away. 
I have one last tinfoil dollar. 
Now you can torture me. 
I am the richest man in Oakland 
Up to my knees in water 
In Jack London Square at 4 a.m. 
Sinking 
And here come the cops. 


: How could I ask for anything more? ; : | : 
| | To call out for another 


Prosecute the Poor 
by Toni Cook (Cinnamon) 


Prosecute the poor 

Move along you stayed too long 
No breakfast in the park 

Folks will knows it’s not just a lark 
Close the quarter meal 

Two more days a week 

Find somewhere else to eat 

Move all of us off the street 

Fewer and fewer of us you will meet 
Then it will look all tidy and neat 


Sadness 
by Jack Bragen 


| Sadness is an ocean 


Sadness is an ocean of tears unlimited 
Stretching to infinity 

Deeper than enough to drown 

An infinite stretch of waters 

In which I am so alone 

Even I am not there 


There I partly am 

Yet so alone 

I do not even have myself 
For company 


| The aloneness lasts all eternity: 


And all distance 
The sun sets over the waters 


And there i is no creature 


Or person there to witness it 


There are no whales or dolphins 


There are no fish 
To flee from other fish 


There are no bacteria 

To digest the sunlight and waste 
The rain comes down 

From dark dark clouds 

And lands on an unconscious ocean 
There is no one there 

To be sad 
Or to give relief from the sadness 
There are no skeletons 

To chatter their teeth jokingly 
There are no ruins of superstructures 
The sand cannot keep itself company 
If I go there 

Promise me I can come back here 


Not the end 


Measuring 


Art by Bhnei Ocenogress 
A Wet One 
by Michael Creedon 


In the early morning light 
Elmo rolls up his blanket 


‘And climbs out of the bush 


He slept under. He needs 


‘A cup of coffee. 


Elmo can see his breath 

In front of his face; last night 
Was a cold one. Today he has to. 
Try to get into the shelter. 

The pain in his bones 

Is getting to be too much. 


He has 75 cents in his pocket 
But he’Il need more than that 
For a cup of coffee. 

He heads up to 

40th and Broadway to hit 
Someone up for a quarter. 


An hour later 

He’s standing in front of 7-11 
And he still doesn’t have 

His coffee. To top things off 


| It’s starting to rain. 


Finally a lady in a new car 


‘| Gives him a quarter, 


Mostly out of embarrassment, 
He thinks. 
Now he can start his day. 


| It’s going to be a wet one. 


by Joanna Bragen - 


How to measure — 
the loneliness 


So deep 
that I can’t see the bottom 


So long 
that it looks like a horizon 


Does it come from so far away 
that it is past the stars 

or was it a small seed that 

was planted in me at birth? 
So hot that it burns 

from inside my whole being 

If I could locate it 

measure it 

would that tell me 

how to capture it 
discard it 

once and for all ? 


Landfill Folks 


In memory of Rabbit, John Paul and the many 


people who made a home on the Albany Bulb. 
by James Lee Bailey 


Landfill in its own right, bright. 
Little noise here at night. 
No more of the Landfill flight. 


Now people have walked on it like flies 
Every type and every size. 

People wanting to know the hype 

Of the Landfill sight. 


A Landfill movie, now in time, 
Shows that there was no crime. 


As I come back on my roam, 
The city gleams across the bay. 


Moving sound rebounds, 
Making many buzzing thoughts abound. 


Daylight plays twilight, making the mood 
Mellow, thoughtful, meaningful. 


Clouds’ spark and blue-bank streaks of 
Light play on the mind with laughter. 


The winter haze has exited and 

Spring has sprung its zip. 

Painting green upon once-faded places 
New things replace last year with new hope. 


The night sky zooms towards you as 
You stand over the bluff. ; 
For the other side seems endless, 
Twinkling lights pounding on the iris. 


The look of glass, the ocean, 
Spots of blue, fresh view. 


A whole world different than any on earth 
Built from trash and whatnot. 

A time machine, so many types of 

Trash and old seeds. 


The wind freezes the sound waves, 
While the sun sets. 
Now the wonder of the Bulb’s night returns. 


No sound, clear and sharp as night can be. 
Bushes talking as they dance. 
Beating on the mind, fear of the unseen. 


The shadows of the night are rapid. 
Moving animals, moved by hunger. 
They circle the Bulb at lightning speed. 
The abandoned camps offer little food. 


The spring chill bites into every unliving and 


Living soul as the circle of new life goes on. 


A new park for Landfill oo 
What’s their fate? 


A Rabbit working to help so few. 
Who are left? 
The Bulb will always show his trails. 
Four years of no rest, he chatters. 


The Bulb now remembers one of our own. 
John Paul, I think of him now and then. 

I know he’s happier being the wind. 

A part of a home. 


Love 


by James ‘Lee Bailey 


All your life you fight and pray 


That someone will love you some day. 


_ | When you find one you love so much _ 
It leaves you with a special touch. 


Look around yourself and see. 
You’ll know that love is touching thee. 


Plants 
by James Lee Bailey 


Plants cast upon you a strange light. 
They fold up to go to sleep at night. 


You say you don’t believe? 
Take a look at a fern under its sleeve. 


| Don’t get lost in the 


Warm green moss. 
Rose is for love. 
Sunflower’s a gift from above. 


So don’t pick flowers when you walk. 
You’ll stop the plant talk. 


i 
i 


SY ae ast it 


Why? 
by Joan Clair 


In the bookstore’s bathroom, 
a woman has just washed herself ane 
stoops down to get her possessions, 
enclosed in plastic garbage bags. 

I don’t look at her directly, 

but what I see is an aura of beauty 
emanating from her face. 

And the question is why? 

How can the radiant sun 

| be enclosed in a lotus of clouds? 


Houseless in People’s 


Park 
by Toni Cook (Cinnamon) 


Rise early, don’t be late. 
You can enter People’s Park 
At daybreak. 

The Catholic Worker Dorothy Day, 
Breakfast at eight, boy was it great. 
Spend your day in happy pursuits. 

I tried to be there, to really care 

For my friends and my pets. 

Go to Telegraph Ave and panhandle 
To make the hours dwindle away. 

I always knew what to say. 

The quarter meal at four thirty, 
Where gorgeous Georgeous 

Fed the misfits with care, 

She never pulled out her hair. 
Back to the park, 

‘Must be out before dark. 

Hit the Ave with your friends 
Give your elbow a few bends. 
When it gets late 

Find a place to escape 

Beside a building, under a tree 
Any place that cops don’t see. 
Close your eyes for the night 
And dream your heart’s delight. 


James’ Prayer 
by Lynda Cobden 


The night is long 
The wind is shrieking 
Rain falls in squalls and sleet follows it. 
He hears cats shrieking in the inky darkness of the alley. 
He hoped to go to the Veterans ‘ Center in the morning 
and work on the computer. 
His heart lurched thinking about the recent Fallujah attack 
and a scene from Vietnam — 
replayed in his mind. 
He prayed for veterans. 
He prayed for himself and that morning would come quickly. 
He recalled a hail of bullets and pushing his friend to safety 
| past the slippery rice paddies. — 
| He really learned what it meant to live one day at a time. 


The Streets 
by Chris Trian 


The streets are our common 

graveyard for the soul. 

The streets are an electric chair, 
| a lethal injection, 

a piace for the dinosaurs 

to exact their revenge 

on the gentle mammals. 


| James’ Prayer Continues 


The streets are rivers 


of blood and despair by Lynda Cobden 

running into a sea of sorrow | It could happen at church in the middle of mass 
that fills and fills | during the sermon, or at the kiss of peace 

but is never full. He could feel burning eyes staring at him 

An unholy grail fixated on his every move 


full of sharks and piranhas. 
| It could happen on the #4 bus while the 


bus was traveling across San Pablo Avenue 

It could happen in a dark auditorium at the Veterans: Center 
while he was watching a movie. 

He adjusted his prosthesis and headed off . : 

to eat lunch at the Veterans Center. 

Freedom is not free. 


The streets are a Nietzschean 
playground of “survival of the fittest.” 
| A test center for callous philosophy 
| as the human mind leaps forward 
| and the heart stumbles back. 
| What lies between is a 
Terminator’s thoroughfare. 
The rise of an insect highway. 
You can’t even blame the machines. 
It’s the humans who have failed us. 


James Remembers 
by Lynda Cobden 


‘He howied in pain and lost consciousness 
until somehow he saw medics taking him 
to a nearby waiting chopper. 

The radio announcer proclaimed Good ‘Morning Vietnam. 
Soon he was in a field hospital. 

He prayed, now I lay me down to sleep, 

Lord, please be with me and my family. 

In the tough rocky mountain terrain land mines were found. 
They sent the mine sweepers in but the area was so rocky 
and the land so dense that some land mines were missed. 

He prayed, now I thank thee for this sleep. 

Lord, please be with me and my family. 

He drifted into sleep for the next 36 hours and 

he was free from the pain. 

Despite everything he believed in the power of positive thinking 
and he prayed Lord, thank you that I still have a life 

and please help me to make a difference with it. 


The streets are ritual chambers 
where innocence is sacrificed 
to dark gods without faces, 
to dollar bills and swords of fear. 
Where the future is sacrificed 
on the altar of the past 

| which isn’t even past and can’t be 
altered except by the mad 
who are sacrificed first. 


We don’t need a savior 
we just need a brain. 
Christs, Buddhas, satans 
swarm around a fading lightpole. 
| It doesn’t matter 
because nobody reads any more 
| much less speaks or sees. 
As our prophets fall like great trees, 
| their silence rhythmical 
in the forest of fear. 


Robert L. Terrell, a irvenee at California State, Se wand: abtorapliel this honiclessin man ina wheelchaie? in + Sani Brancses: 


Telegraph Avenue After Seeing 
the Chagall Show 


by Julia Vinograd 


Chagall, how would you paint our streets? 
Three punk boys not old enough to drink * 
sparechanging for beer for their mascot 
Hank the rooster, who drank from the can 
and always drank first. 


| Even sorority blondes stopped to make Hank’ s Paper annie 


while the boys sat ankle-eye level 

not quite brave enough to whistle 

until the day Hank betrayed them all and laid an egg. 
Next day they were gone. | 

Chagall, paint that egg like the sun 

in your ferris wheel whirling blue sky 

with the 3 boys hatching out, leather clad, 

yolk splattering their hair, ; 

climbing down arm over arm to your happy goats 
with a village streaming between their legs. 


| The city took our bus benches away 

because they were slept on at night. 

Chagall, will you help white-haired old ladies 

with bags of groceries and kitty litter 

whose ankles hurt with arthritis? 

Paint wings for them, red, yellow, green, 

| bright as traffic lights 

to hover above the sidewalk and peer down the street 
over trucks to see if their bus is coming yet. 

Chagall, after a football game’s won 

paint red-faced drinkers clanking thick glasses while 
pepperoni pizzas spin around their heads like haloes. 
One of your watersellers 
with a heavy stick across his shoulders 

brings full pails of beer to their table 

and a purple horse leaps out the window, snorting. 


Your musicians can play on our streets. 

King David’s crown is made of shiny quarters, 
crazy-glued together. 

Even the black-lace vampire goth girls : 
with skeleton earrings stop at his much-fingered harp 
and slowly blush thru their death-white make-up. 
King David’s smile and harp can turn any woman 
into a woman 

and it will get him in trouble here too. 


Chagall, paint drunken roofs for our drunks, 

paint roads curving into the sky with angels leaning over 
to tickle red-veined noses till they sneeze. 

If they get away from the cops 

| some drunks pass out in your pictures 

and never know the difference. 

Chagall, paint us home, till even 

the textbooks under a student’s arm are full of 
magical young women whose kisses leap unto his mouth 
and drag him bewildered into your bursting flowers 

| the moment he opens a page. 
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Dislocated 
by Joan Clair 


“Compared to what our Creator wanted us to 
be, all... are clowns.” — Tony Hillerman 


Dislocated, my dog howls with sirens 

of passing police cars and fire engines. 

Dislocated, my dog barks from 

house windows and car windows 

at members of her dog tribe. 

Dislocated, my dog licks the ears 

of a three hundred pound male human 
| and tries to mount him. 

Dislocated, my dog is unconscious 

of her dislocated instincts and 

humans laughing at her. 


Dislocated, the rent has gone up on the 

| forty foot driveway that houses my trailer 
in a trailer park. 
Dislocated, the millionaire landlord raises 
rent on driveways 8 1/2 percent a year. 
Dislocated, I pay $500.00 a month for a 
black slab of concrete that crushes the earth. 
Dislocated, my neighbor is evicted 
and relocates into his Toyota truck. 
Dislocated, the black crows on trees above 
the driveways haven’t been evicted yet. 
Dislocated, the park is called “blight” 
and will be shut down for redevelopment; | 
but the soul won’t be developed. 


Lydia Gans, author, activist and photographer, photographed a homeless man camped next to a new car in San Francisco. 


Afraid of the Home by Dark BLUES FOR AMERICA 
Night : by Michael Creedon by Julia Vinograd 
I’ve been alone too long 


se by Michael Creedon Sing blues for America, for big trucks 
Dislocated, my instincts, those I remember, Be To double-cross myself now. chasing the white lines all night 
have no place to go. I’m anxious, I went down to the crossroads, in every state on the mirror, 
ame oan Soke Fixing to die; instead, hauling heavy wooden boxes 
oe ey Tlearned to fly. nailed shut over our eyes, 
A Man/’s Home Is His Castle oe ao I’ve been up here too long — America must not see. America, don’t look. 
by Michael Creedon our To clip my wings now. Sing boogie-woogie bug-eyed monster 


uneasy to assemble blues for America, 
will schoolchildren memorize the Bill of Wrongs? 
Play spoons for nameless junkies cooking spoons 


When I throw myself up in 
The air, I come down standing 
On my own two feet. 


It’s nice weather in here, but outside 


It’s a crime 
It’s a blizzard. The homeless are stacked : 


To sleep on the street 


: In mounds outside my windows, In Berkeley. I suppose I’m a toss-up not to over a candle and America’s greasy spoons : 
ieee aparemens Ryle It would be safer Cross up. Not a pop-up where nametagged peroxide waitresses { 
They freeze. 1€'s not my problem. Hidden in the bushes I still crop up call everyone “ducky.” 


Will government ghosts come to collect our names 
while chattering waitresses collect our plates? 
Sing blues for America. 
Highstepping highways, fender kissing, 
jelly-belly traffic jam blues for America, 

fast cars, slow roads, leaning on horns. 

A saxophone plays without pity . 

as pot roast and potatoes drift out of reach, 


At night 
‘But Pm afraid 
Of the night 
So I sleep 
Walking. 


I have to keep my windows closed Pe 
To keep out the smell, but I don’t mind; = | — 
Into each life a little wind blows. 
And maybe the answer was 

Blowing in the wind back then, 

But in here the answer is blowing 

In the central heating during winter. 
If homes are found for the homeless, 


When they cut down the weeds. 


gh A eS 


I’ve been around this long - 

So I might as well stick around. 
The buses don’t run very often 
Out here, especially on weekends, 
But these boots are made for 
Walking. I was afraid for so long 


I was anxious where 
I came from too 


i , I forgot that song. Now I’m ‘ : ee 
There goes my free insulation against the he a oe ee ng in ae sing America drifting out of reach. # 
Darker elements. Pp a cee f Sing rusty fire escapes stretched : 
olice cars = 


Ill be home by dark. 


with laundry lines like fiddle strings, 

walked on by mangy alley cats 

and spangled circus acrobats. 

Listen to laundry late at night, 

boxer shorts and bathrobes sing blues for 
America leaving us, America, don’t go. 

| Drive-in horror movie background music 
wailing blues for America with couples 
pretending terror in each other’s arms, 
knocking over half-empty popcorn boxes 

and getting their knees tangied in the gearshift. 
The 20-foot screen’s full of blood and slime 
but time stops when they kiss. 
It’s a small town, there are shotgun weddings, 
but he’s not to take his shotgun to war, 

oh no America, oh no. 

Sing honky-tonk tacky blues for America. 
Souvenir postcards of the Grand Canyon 


I am not afraid to go outside 
And walk among them. The abused 
Invite abuse. They deserve it. 

The dirtier and wounded and 

Stinkier and uglier and beat 

They are, the more they are 

Reviled. Heap it on! my 

Inner voice cries as I kick aside 

A sick woman who is crawling ~ 

In the gutter for a piece of bread. 

Get a job, bitch! That bread 

Was meant for the pigeons. The winds 
Blow like daggers out here. 

It’s a relief to get back inside, 
Where a man’s home is his castle. 


Sought me out 
And ran me down. 


The Abandoned 
by Michael Creedon 

It rained all winter 

And now it’s spring. 

My sacred heart is bleeding. 
| Mama, where are you? 


| Take A Deep 


Breath 
by Claire J. Baker. 


Reaching for the bracing 
drug called morning, 

the unfortunates grab 

at dust and car fumes 
from underpass bedrooms — 
devoid of beds. 


They dust themselves off 
to start all over again 
| as in the Sinatra ballad, 


I can’t beg a peso 

In dusty, sunny Tijuana. 
The tourists call her TJ; 
I just call her 

Mystery of the Last. 


Down in the abandoned 
Air Base where the homeless 
Are herded into concentrated 


jah Ne : | : Military housin ; 
Hallelujah News! | but there’s no place to go | | ree ous ive with a Holiday Inn address on the back 
by Claire J. Baker which looks remotely : ee Give me some more of that old-time piano 
: ; No further shocks. and answer me this: 


like a starting place. There are none. 


if we drop bombs just as deep all over the world 
is the Grand Canyon still a wonder? 

Will tourists still come with cameras? 

Will we hear the center of the earth sing to the sky 
or will we only sing blues for America? 

Sing blues for a man standing in lines all day 
and not getting work, coming home angry 

and throwing a plate at the wall 

because the food was overcooked, 

next week he’ll hit her 

because he can’t look at her 

because he doesn’t have work 

and she’s not looking at him but she might. 

And he holds her all night 

to hide from her eyes. 

America, he thinks it’s all his fault. 

Sing blues for America, the land he loves, 

the land we love. 
America, come back. 


Richmond area homeless families 
will be sheltered all winter. 


Volunteers from surrounding area 
churches will prepare all meals 

on site and will bring tasty casseroles, 
fruit, nourishing snacks, along with 


| breakfast on _ Outskirts Sky 
| 4th street by Claire J. Baker 


by Randy Fingland © I spot undeniable mounds 
it was the usual group of the City dump, 
awaiting the day-olds chaotic beauty of hundreds 


at the back door of wheeling gulls 
to the bakery underbellied white in angles of 


towels, soap, toothbrushes, toothpaste, 
smiles, warm clothing and blankets. 


Residents will be given floor pads and 
bedding, and will help with chores. 
Parents will look for jobs while kids 
will be just plain kids — mostly great. 


‘cept for this new guy flight, spaces wide & narrow, 
who gave usall - height & descent, soar & dive— 
a lot of free advice a wild flock excited in search, 
about sharing street bounty scavengers handsome in hunger 
then he got the two biggest over derelict North Richmond 
pastries & took off acres, where people too fly 
with not so much hungry, 

as a glance back restless for a resting place. 


The Holidays will be celebrated and 
winter weather will be survived 

on MacDonald Ave. in Richmond. 
And Rodney King (wherever you are) 
we'll all get along. 
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The Sprig of Peace 
by Claire J. Baker 


The sprig of peace 

in the peace dove’s beak is 
loosened, and will slip away amid 
aimed missiles, misdirected freedom, 
amid the poor who fly white flags, 
amid war plans that further 

nothing humanity needs. 

Sprig, not to be offered/accepted, 
honored? 

The dove takes flight 

looking for a home. 

One of his wings begins to unhinge, 
his tail feathers resemble rags. 


In Iraq, the Garden of Eden, 
long buried in the sand, gives birth 
to sour apples, venomous snakes. 


The Hanging Gardens of Babylon 
(an ancient world wonder) 
hang upside down. 


Along the banks of the Tigris 
and Euphrates, Black Hawks crash 
like shotgunned crows. 

These ancient waters redden 

with American blood shed for freedom 
by way of WAR! 


Disaster Area 
by Timothy Holloway 


How Can We Be Merry 
by Holman Monell 


A Latent Nightmare 
by Deirdre Evans 


The streets are filled with body parts 
Heads and hands and broken hearts 
Scattered akimbo through the 

silent screaming 
shattered minds 

that shriek behind 

venetian blinds 


We shudder deep inside our skin 
as we wait for tomorrow to begin 


Blood on the Saddle 


by Deirdre Evans. 


There’s blood on the saddle 
There’s blood all around 
There’s blood on the bushes 
There’s blood on the ground 
There’s blood in the cities 
There’s blood on the farm 
There seems to be nobody and 
Nothing to save us from harm 


Of course that’s not all 

there is to it, you know — 

we all get annoyed, pissed 
off, or on, as the case may be, 
but there are certain 

things that matter, to me 

at least, and I suspect, to you. 
certain inalienable sufferings 
for essential outrage over 
widows and orphans in Sudan, 

for example? How can we 

be merry, and celebrate 

| with these images 

in front of our believing eyes? . 

I suppose it must be done, 

but you can’t order people 

to be joyful. You can’t demand 
that they be even cheerful | 

in the face of lost faces 

absent limbs, empty souls — 

those are the very worst — but 

the heart returns to joy, delight — 

and might we not have respite 
just for tonight 

| from all the measureless misery 

that has at last come to light? 


When you look 

around this life 

what would you say you see 
wreckage of the world 

a sordid destiny 


Where might is man 

and man was good 

and all he sought 

to rule he would 

To dominate, decimate 

and enslave 

as the rulers pound the people 
like a merciless wave 
Disaster Area 


Death Sets In 


by Holman Monell This Is the Bliss 


by Holman Monell 


This is the bliss that the Lord hath made: 
See to it that the Devil has his due 
Before he leaves work for home tonight. 
Who came to bring not peace but a sword, 
And the great bliss of torture and killing 
And all things pleasing to our Lord, 
Sweet smell of burning flesh 

In his nostrils he has always loved 

And the cries of children bayoneted 
Through their enemy bellies 

Deserving of death, are they not? 
Otherwise they would grow up 

To enter the axis of evil 

And we can’t have that — — 

The Lord ordaineth that our armies 
Win, for the Lord is an American. 


Death sets in suddenly, | 

like the evenings news of 

fresh casualties 

from the front lines 

of futility far far away 

since Armageddon waits 

in the souls of some Americans 

and incipient rapture and ecstasy, . 
for they know we are in the end times, 
the end of the end times 

and prophecy says it will all happen 
in the middle east, and Iraq certainly 
is the middle east, and Jesus will come 
on a mighty cloud, and present death 
does not matter in the light 

of mighty clouds looming 

and doom means nothing 


Many voices fill the air 
to guide one in their thoughts 

but so many fill the air at once 
in a windstorm all is lost 


Now words are here 
and concepts there 
and bits of truth 
blow everywhere 
Language assist 

the minds delude 
and is apt to leave 
one so confused 
Disaster Area 


51 BUS LINE 


As famine sweeps the land 


| (for Mary Rudge) a rumbling shakes the ground in the scheme of things, | (He used to be British, and before that 
by Claire J. Baker the sare re tne not dead babies, children, | A hundred nationalities), but now 
Petes no longer appear soun d hall all be changed : = the: shite and biu 
| Having seen much in life Raging a es if Bae es some He is clearly in the red white and blue 
& having lived/relived ‘And just like that | eee nace Pitste ‘Camp with the people of God, J 
‘we ride & ride - the earth gives way Yeah, sure. Yeah, sure. Red, black and blue. Right. =] 
| observing © the rock you tread — — ——— : ee 
absorbing a : ismowdecayed ees 
| weighing destinations. Asa fossil im the earth: < - James The Bus. 
| one now survives Lynda Cobd 
We leave the bus as hope and truth by Evade Cone by Holman Monell 
ae hinibled survivors is swallowed alive James is a Vietnam veteran : es 
heroines of hatrowin Disaster Area © ‘in a small gold country California town poe ll 
: Ph Sl 2 and staffs the town’s military museum each stop on the Ave. _ 
experience There’s violence in the streets : f : zs A bee flvine f, ile 
Gi iavace Wn the canoe and panic in the home Framed pictures of local California active duty “A bee iying trom pollen 
oholaavhen it oun our souls can only military members cover the front wall. to pollen, bothering 
We're peace activists take so milich James had two bouts with cancer that no one, tends 


he believed erupted from his Vietnam tour 

but the Veterans Administration 

said it was not caused from Agent Orange. 

Now he has been diagnosed with prostate cancer 
and he receives a V.A. disability check. 

He seeks treatment and prays it will not spread. 


in print before our minds are blown to its beeswax. 
on the streets 


& in our sleep. 


The soldiers shout 

as the insurrectionist scream 
as civilization as we know it 
comes apart at the seams 


If only my country were a bee, 
bothering no one, 


Please, God, let us be 
poets who step lightly 


(Loving her enemies) 


And the heroes find Every day is a precious day he says J isiti 
: * j . ust visiting flower to flower 
Bee re Cae at the end of their dreams With his small disability checks he purchases the wocld over 
2 ee society is copies of the U.S. Constitution and gives them : 
passione a doomsday machine to the public at no charge. on 


with our pleadings. Disaster Area Every day is a precious day he says. that’s impossible. 
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Recovery Uncertain 
by Charlotte Tall Mountain - 


My affliction began 

| When Columbus first set foot on this earth. 
When the trees were seen only aslumber _ 
When the animals were viewed solely as meat 
And when vegetation was regarded primarily as 
produce. 


My affliction continued 
When the prairies were fenced 

When the moon was sentimentalized _ 

When the rivers were harnessed and 

Illumination only happened by the turn of a switch. 


My affliction continued 
When soil had to be analyzed 
When fertilization was chemically induced 

And the hens were caged 


My affliction continued 


by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


So you think you can change the world 
Without changing your Philosophy 
The world you see wears the Disguise © 
called What You Mean To Me. 
What you wish it to be... 
The concrete, glass collage you see 
“Through your voyeur, excluding eyes 
In transient Time’s haunting melodies 
Echoes in each hopeful Sun’ s Rise 
Each leading to another © 
_ Each Yesterday fades into Today’s Mother 
Her dawning glow and Midnight Death. 


So think not that you can change the world 
Change is but gradually seen. 
| It’s best to change the tattered remains 
Of what you mean to me 
Your scripted Philosophical Tragicomedy. 
What meaning has a homeless man 
You Blacklist from your door? 
Those you also label American 
yet deny their need for more? 


1 by Lynda Cobden 


250 wars in the 20th century. 
How UNCIVILIZED! 


bombing the future 
by Randy Fingland — 

planning 

another hole in the ground 

the bombmaker 


sends out a binlerbucter which 


contains a special occasion blast 
reputed to be excellent 
forjustsaying no __ 

at the appropriate time 


‘there aren’t enough roofs 


to go around 
The Ship of Peace 


The ship of peace has room for all. 
There are no hard pavements to pound or 


TWO DOVES 
by Holman Monell 


Up from the overnight puddle 
on the dirt street in Gaza rise 
two doves, disturbed 

by our approach 

seeking safety in the air. 


These must be enemy birds, 
cowards, showing the white 
flag of deception in tail 
feathers as they dangerously 
rise. Beware of such as these. 
Last night they hid 

from the righteous armies 

of God in the godless skeletons 
of trees or a cranny of rubble 
left by the liberal tanks. 


Not only is there no peace, 


the god of war sees to it 
there is no truce, no ceasefire. 


Emanates from the Merchant’s mind 
Where everything becomes commodities 
Even every human kind 
Touting yourself on the slave block 
As the best that money can buy 
Obedient, docile and loyal 
_” To orders you won’t deny 
Knowing that other willing minions 
__ vie to take your place”’ 


el Willing to underbid you 


For the Merchant’s approving grace 


| seule the dissolving world perishes 


- Then renews as trinkets with which to play 
Each dawning tomorrow — 


Begets its golden child Huditie sedan 
. Another Day of work and play. whose living breath S & Eclipses your yesterday 
Falters all the while & also explains why : In your rusting urban jungles cry 


The ragged urchins the Merchants cruelly te 


But submissive, Puppet Rag dolls, exchanging [OU’s 


- It?s Usury — enslaving you 
Disguised on paper that turns earth’s beauty into dust 
: Emblazoned with Satanic mocking hand 
Inked — In God We Trust. 
As the world dissolves into the empty bowl 
- Unfilled by the amber fields of grain | 
Extolled by glowing corporate reports 


When children were seen and not heard God of course gave all this en 
When stories were bound and frozen in books to us 3,476 years ago. 
When beauty and si cease were bottled and sold __ Don’t you remember? 
| across counters. 
My affliction continued WARNING 
When communication had to be taught in seminars rf 
When it was the message of billboards that insured Dy ct saie | Maker 
happiness _ As far as I can tell 
And peace and tranquility w were dispensed in a pill. the “far right” is far wrong— 
tax cuts for the rich and, hell, 
My affliction continued as far as I can tell 
When rhythm was a method war & social injustice 
| When inspiration was a point ring a bell. 
When the great mystery was a murder Holier-Than-Thou their song. 
And stature was a challenge. As far as I can tell 
eine the “far right” is far wrong. 
My affliction continued 
When a journey was packaged and the scenic wonders z 
sure SR Is America, I Give a Damn! AMERICA DISSOLVED : 
en pain was without Wisnity” 
And growth measured wholly by profit. by Claire J. Baker by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 
te: sae : I worry for: The world that surrounds you (America) 
My affliction continued - America polarized ‘Is, in part, of your creation 
Mido matane besalina presse o ‘ ; . What lies beneath your turbid sky 
| When dolphins were an amusement the poor among us _ despised. : : 
When orclilds were auindistry marginalized | poreteus your re s desecration 
Wher love waka banal criminalized _ Perishable trinkets and iron beauty 
ee : _ dissolving in acid rain and snow 
My affliction continued Seance cw neyee The rape of the earth for a trinket’s birth 
When a soldier was a statistic overworked workers or out of work. As Merchants slyly ply them, or Hustlers cop and blow 
ste ahi anes | For the ubiquitous “unaffordable” housing One despite He famished forays 
Ais coded ae Let’s live in tents — an in-tense experience. the scavenging strays oe 
: Baan : Weve heehee v plane (arse Huddled ee the concrete pillars 
My recovery is uncertain. Will Nature prevail than AIDS) called greed & power, eT le eae S Paper Shy 
| Or will this be a planet that is just inorganic and stale. | urge attention to all that can happen While you lie upon some battlefield 
: For the Phantoms who sent you to die 
in one bloody hour. 
and you never questioned why. 
ae : National Public Radio recently reported The world of vour eminent domain al 
What You Mean To Me. : : —TF 


housing shortages, 

just fair skies and gentle winds. | oe 
You will not see lumpy sleeping bags in a doorway 
because there are facilities, facilities for all. 

No one challenges: ‘Why are you here?”’ 
‘There is only peace, fair skies and gentle winds. 
We are on the ship of peace with room for all. 


Walk through the scattered mine fields 
Capitalist ultra profit that yields 
The Corporate labor Slaves 
The Killing Field graves 
Man’s philosophical murder craze - 
- Imprinted in every human memory 
as What You Mean To Me... 


Of the growing corporate gain 

Dissolving into statistical tales of growing violent crime 
Assured by filling the corporate prisons 

With every excluded kind 
Whose excluded, concreted view 

Is the view of all of you. 


by Holman Monell 


from peck to peck untroubled 


But the tiny sparrow 

‘with the pathologized foot, 
is another question. It’s Edith 
Piaf all over again. 

She died too soon. It will, too. 


by Claire J. Baker 


pushing a wheelchair 

piled high with dirty clothes — 
so bulky, she said, the plastic 
bags resembled a person. 


The laundromat was blocks aw 
Off she went, her spirits good. 
What else can a poet do in rain 
but mellow, acknowledging 

the need for rain? 


never hot enough to fully dry. 


poems for Street Spirit — 


never thinking of herself. 


the instant unsmile 
by Randy Fingland 


perhaps the total 
picture will become 
clear once developed 


the edges will 
remain fuzzy 
the subject mostly 


out of precise focus 
but will it make 
the viewer wonder 


how representative 
the microsecond 
of the camera’s wink 


really is to this 
child’s experience 
in the homeless shelter 


protective respect 
by Randy Fingland 


when in the streets 

be kind 

the way you do 

in anyone else’s home 


because 


there is no rule 
says you 

won’t be living 
out here someday too 


by Claire J. Baker 


the slow rough way from one’s 
May these outpourings flow as 
and heavy as they must, 


over a gravestone 
or a letter; shed on 


of someone lost. 


When pooled eyes sting, 


we taste and savor; 
find the moisture, though salty 
strangely sweet. 


The Gimpy Sparrow 


On rough concrete a dozen sparrows 
and one pigeon with a game leg 
it won’t rest weight on, but hobbles 


by its handicap. It looks fat enough. 


At The Laundromat 


She trudged through winter rain 


The dryers warmed, she said, but 


She had to run her laundry twice, 
while she sat waiting, dripping wet — 


hours when she could have written 
compassion for the disadvantaged — 


She crashed at 7 p.m., exhausted. 


Considering Tears 


How beautiful are those that well up 


when and wherever they come: 


a dog’s paw, a love’s shoulder, 
in an alleyway over thoughts 


when streamings reach our lips, 
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Grateful 


by Joan Clair 


Bundled, her face red with cold, 

she stands by her shopping cart, 

full of neat folds of blankets and clothes, 
and beams rays of gratitude 

as if I gave her a fortune 

instead of three quarters. 


Is god this grateful when we give up 
a tiny bit of selfishness, 

keeping so much more than giving. 
Could our creator be this humble. . 


Leafblowers 
by Joan Clair 

In an alley behind a red brick wall, 
someone hid or left a shopping cart; 

but not like the leaves that left a nearby tree 
mingling with strips of black plastic, 
inside and outside the cart, 

dangling in the wind. 


The tree was home to the leaves, but the cart 
was not home to the one who left it there. 
And leafblowers, who see no beauty 

in the leaves, their red and gold faces, 
displace them without care. 


The homeless are blown this way and that 
by the leafblowers of this world 

who see no beauty in their frail forms 

and displace them like the leaves. 


Angriest 


by Joanna Freeman Bragen 


I dreamed 

I fought with my brother 
And he could throw a table 
But I could throw him out 


I dreamed 

I fought with my stepfather 
And he could yell the loudest 
But I had my mother’s love 


I dreamed 

I fought with my dad 

And he was the worst off 
But I knew that I had tried 


I dreamed : 
I fought with my ex-cokehead 
And he could steal it all 

But I came out alive 


toes. 
long 


I dreamed 
I fought with my depression 
I was the meanest to myself 
But I battered down the hatred 
And gained a sacred wealth 


I dreamed 

I fought with someone I love 
And drew upon my strength 
To hold it all together 

So we could go the length 


A Prayer for Poor 


by Claire J. Baker. 


| Pick up some stones, . 


| to help make Stone Soup. 


A homeless man guards his overloaded shopping cart in San Francisco. He rests by leaning against a trash bin. 


Street Findings 
by Claire J. Baker 


The gray woman: 

pigeons peck the crumbs - 
she throws — feathered 
rainbows at her feet. 


A touching thing. 
among little left — 
the way his empty 
weathered boots 
bend up at the toes. 


When among the homeless 
let us lean toward 

the unspoken language 
of tattered daisies. 


The Homeless 


(a weaving, after Rumi) 

by Claire J. Baker 

The way they live day-to-day 
they’d be broken to bits 

if they were bottles. 

But they are variations on - 

a major theme—the lyrical 
and raucous venture known as 


LIFE, in which we take notes 
and are notes— 

that grave experience 

which leads to... 


There’s gravity. 
It pulls one down — 

an anchor we need 

as we need one another. 


If these millions were 
able to band together 

they would cast a shadow on 
the sun full of weary footprints 
as the Candle burns. 


Kids 


Kids, 

so many of you are homeless 

at the elbow of a mother 

who lives under the Fed’s cruel 
policy of denial, hang in there, 
you’re valuable. 

Try to keep warm and cheerful, 
okay? Eat slowly what food 
you get, so it fills you. 


throw them in a pot 


Keep believing that 
one day you will have 
a real home, not the streets, 
a crib or cozy bed with quilt, 
a Teddy Bear and toys, 
a healthy mom and dad. 


City, her best dress made of sequined steam _ 


: | City, she wears bright lipstick kisses 
‘There’s a naked choir dressed in Sela and bruises 


| A gargoyle organist who is almost human 
except he needs dusting leads the choir. 
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San Francisco Goes To Pray — 
by Julia Vinograd 


City, her shopping cart people 

with coins on their eyes 

steal names of dead poets off her street signs 
and dance with them all night 

cause you’ ve got to dance with something. 
City, she wakes next morning 

her ankles aching and her hair all a-tangle. 
City, her briefcase people read contracts 
instead of graffiti on bathroom walls 

while a slum baby girl wears daddy’s pink slips. 
City, she wears bright colors and slinky black 
to her nightclubs but she never wears pink. 
City, her cabbies yell at her traffic, 

City, her clouds yell at her traffic. 


from a manhole grating tears like paper. 
When it’s too much 
City, she goes to pray. | 


There’s this place. Not on a map. 

The stained glass windows are made of 
broken beer bottles 

and red from a wine bottle for the apple. 
Junky needles outline the star. 

Biker angels play with the child, 

grinning snaggle-toothed with shiny chains — 
and leather wings. 

But the 3 kings were mugged, crowns and gifts 
stolen, left to climb out of a ditch. 

They look so silly, City, she always smiles. 

At the pulpit a speed freak waves his arms. 
He’s lost his voice but he can’t stop, words blow 
out of his mouth like chewing gum wrappers 
City, she kneels but she don’t listen. — 

Nobody does. . 


on her fingers like rings; 
she always leaves a kiss wriggling in the poor box. 


moaning “no, no please stop.” 
Funeral lilies grow between their thighs. 


City, she bows her head. Such beautiful music. 
Just before leaving, City, she dips her nae 
in the mirror on the altar 

and puts a shine back in her eyes. 

City, she breathes in the Blues like incense, 
curses a candle and lights the darkness 

like any lover. 


Unguided 
by Joan Clair 


Tired, with a car broken in the shop, 
getting off a bus, I find a shopping cart, 
good to ease my back of packages 

for several uphill blocks 

after the driver chewed me out — 

for asking questions about directions. 


What must it be like to daily seek a route 
uphill and downhill with a heavy cart (and heart) 
in addition to bearing baggage 

thrown by those unguided by compassion. 


Saal fe 3 
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| Response 
by Rhett Stuart 

Atheist believes even if does not. 
Logic knows reality as love. 


Everything speaks it like blade of grass. 
God, Buddha, Christ exist had not. 


The Gated Community 

by Teddy Bakersfield 

I was stunned to see nothing out of place, 
not a blemish, 

then saw the stark ee 

of the streets. 

I saw lawns so manicured no blade of grass 
stood taller than the rest, 

and no child’s footprint ever came to rest. 

A sterility of sight and sound is what I found, 
where everything was eels 

except it was not. 

I saw such strangeness in this compound 
and wondered what it was that attracted 
those who were here, 

those who remained so hidden and obscure. 
I knew many were serving their time, 
those who had killed and maimed and robbed 
and stolen, but did not want to escape 

or care about their recidivism rate. 

I saw, too, there were many outside the walls 
who wanted nothing better than to enter these 
gates: wanted the things they saw from afar, 
wanted to control and master 

like they were controlled and mastered. 

For after all, did they not share the same 
traits? Did they not also want to be isolated 
and alone, to see and be seen by noone, — 
to gather all to oneself, to own every thing? 


In 130 AD, the Chinese poet Wang Yen-Shou 
wrote “The Wangsun (A Small Tailless Ape)”: 


Alas, one trait 
With the human tribe he shares, 
their sweet’s his sweet, 
Their bitter is his bitter. Off sugar on the vat 
Or brewer’s dregs he loves to sup. 

| So.men put wine where he will pass. 
How he races to the bow]! 
How nimbly licks and swills! 
Now he staggers, feels dazed and foolish, 
Darkness falls upon his-eyes... 
He sleeps and knows no more. 
Up steal the trappers, catch him by the mane. 
Then to a string or ribbon tie him, lead him home; 
Tether him in the stable, or lock him in the yard; 
Where faces day long 
Gaze, gape, gasp at him and will not go away. 


| Mankind 
by Rhett Stuart 


Has a kind, kind of strong man’s-man look. 
‘One to trust but not mess with. __ 
In late fifties. Was laborer but many 
back operations since. 
Sometimes hanging out with homeless few. 
Other times solitary. 
Introduces self Matt, says seen me around. 
A son somewhere. | 
Character-lines flourish strong 
countenance a la John Wayne. 
Homeless man, upbeat and jesting, 
long around here with fishing pole, 
paper cup on line — ‘ 

bait for pocket change, 
sometimes talking with Matt. 
Tell fisherman, my social security is low 
as apology for passing, not tending cup. 
Smiles whimsy and says it’s not — 

about money. 
Intimates takes drugs. 
Always on high. 


“Haven’t seen Matt for a fone time. 
Seen Matt?” 

Ves, 66 

*““He’s OR?”’ 

““He’s OK,” 

smniling typical, strong warm twinkle, 
and back to newest $3.50 harmonica as 
homeless defy stereotype — _ - 

and I, still5 year-old. 
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BROKEN 
by Chris Trian _ 


I’m parked in front of 


It’s eight a.m. 

and the people 

are just coming out of Mass. 
Mostly old. Mostly male. 
Iam mostly old 

and mostly male. 


Thaven’t got the guts up yet . 
to go into Mass. 
I wait for everybody to clear out, 
and then I go 
into the silence and candlelight. 
It’s quieter and I feel 

|More anonymous than I did ~ 
at the downtown library © 
when I was a boy. 


I used to pack a lunch, © 
go to the library 


and just pretend to read the books. 


I'd sit at a long table 

with four or five © 

other long tables 

each with just one 

old person sitting at it. 

Some reading, many sleeping. 
There weren’t “homeless” people 
in those days. 

Just people on the street. 

You weren’t required 

to have a “home” 

or a credit card. 

My grandmother, 

Lord rest her soul, - 

died not knowing 

where the deed to her house 
was kept. 

Caused a hell of a nuisance. 
But it was 

amore innocent time. 


In her day * 

they did it with fackboots 
and wars and Kristallnachts. 
Now they use cell phones 
and computers 

and God knows what else. 


Everybody’s turned into Santa Claus. 
“He sees you when you’re sleeping. 


He knows when you’re awake.” 
You’re even required 
to have the home of your soul 

| neat and tidy. 
So now we’re all criminals. 
All homeless. 
Then you were just a “hobo,” 
or an eccentric. 

‘Callousness - 


Ghetto Pretenders 


by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


Black People! 

When you got nothing else to do 
You can always Pretend 

You’re on a Magic Carpet ride 

To Shangri La 
Pretend you’re great, 

A famous Movie Star or 

Dine at Sardi’s or Lindy at the Savoy 
Make Marilyn Monroe your 
personal cuddling toy 


| You can become Superman or 


Visit the creatures of the sea 

Ghetto Pretenders can be 

Whoever they wanna be 

The Wanna Be’s... 

Ghetto Pretender pretending to be a 
Vision that comes off as great, 

But when they stop pretending, 
They discover that they’re too late. 
You can visit London or, Gay Paree’ 
Pretend you’re in the future 
Changing history - 

Defeat Napolean at Waterloo 
Ghetto Pretenders can do 

Whatever they wanna do 


‘| the neighborhood Catholic Church. 


Art by C oe Trian 


is a progressive disease. 


I sit in front of the church 

and write poems, 

or read or just stare into space. 
Julia says God is somebody 
you can yell at. 


For me, he’s the absence of people. 


A cold lonely place 
with three slim 
_ twenty five cent candles, 
and big stained glass windows, 
and an ash colored light. 
He’s empty, God. 
That’s how I know 
he’s a “he.” 


When I was younger 
I would have laughed at me now 
Going to church in baggy pants 
that smell faintly — 
of sweat and urine. 
But P’’m broken now, 

- and it seems like everyone is 
And we are not stronger 
at the broken places. 
Whatever doesn’t kill us 
doesn’t make us stronger. 

- Only childhood 
makes you strong. 
Like the wind section 
in an orchestra 
all blowing wildly at once. 
Then it’s over. 


Then there’s a long awful period 
_ of sex and confusion. _ 3 

An earthquake happens. 

The ground opens up. 

You see your friends fall in. 

You pray it’s not 

going to be you. 


The Wanna I Do’s 

But Never can you Pretend forever 
Pretension’s another dimension 
And boring too 

What’cha gonna do when the 


_ Real Thing beckons you? 


Passing it by, cuz your head’s 
caught up in the sky 

What’cha gonna do then? 

Pretend to cry? 

You can pretend you’re free 

Don’t ‘cha wanna be? 

You can Pretend you see, 

but just not your true enemy 

In a Lost Quilombo 

where False Freedom rings atop 

A mirage where its muted choirs sing 
So you can Pretend you’re happy 
Even though you’re sad __ 

Pretend you got a father, 

Although no Dad 

Pretend you got a Mother, 

but who’s undercover 

Out on a Date... 

Pretending she’s doing it for the 
Children when she comes home late. 
You can Pretend you’re fresh, 
Pretend you’re cool 
Even Pretend you’re nobody’s fool - 
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Art by Chris Trian 


A madman rants in the papers. 
People take to the streets. 

The streets take hold of the people. 
There’s a war “over there,” 

at home, in your soul. 
Everybody’s drafted. 

Then your parts 

just don’t work right 

any more. 

You find yourself sitting 

in your old car 

outside the Catholic Church. 

Not joining the congregation, 

but unable to tear yourself away 
from God’s cold winter kiss 

on your forehead 

like your father used to give to you. 


Like your father 
when he wasn’t drunk 
and angry and raving, 
and you thought he was a monster. 
Thought he was that other guy 
who wasn’t God. 
But he just wasn’t broken yet. 
- And when he did break 


~ you were So angry at him, 


like a Spring that failed to come. 
Like a long unending winter. 
God is a long 
unending winter. 
After a Fall 
with red and gold leaves. 
. A Fall that everybody 
says is beautiful, 
but is really ugly. 
All those trees getting naked 
like people at Auschwitz 
waiting 
for their showers. 


Pretend you got Black Power 
that’s more together than the Man’s 
Pretend you don’t need to seek 


His “Yes You Can” 


Pretend you’re educated 
to gather for yourself 


_ Then watch them come and take away 


The majority of the wealth 

You can Pretend you got a Country, . 
and a house and a home 

While sittin’ on the sidewalk 

with Rags and in a bone! 
The Ghetto’s the Pretenders’ Paradise 
Filled with the patter of the tiny little 
feet of cockroaches and greedy mice 
The Ghetto’s the Pretenders’ Paradise 
Slavery in disguise 

The Ghetto’s the Pretenders’ Paradise 
So Pretend you’re all that 

when you’re not 

Pretend to drive the “Beamer” 

that you haven’t got. 

Pretend you got diamonds 

Pretend you got gold, 


- But what’cha gonna do 


When Pretending gets Old? 
Never, Never, can you pretend forever 
Never, Never, can you pretend forever 
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j er 1 es ae has s aS 


tei 7 


the cold “enlightened” logic 

says “Save Them Not,” 

or you will own them. 

But don’t we all own one another? 
From womb to tomb 


|'We Can Beat Them 
| by Chris Trian _ 
| The talons of a bird of prey 
| rake through the rivers of the streets. 


| They pick up shopping carts 
and bundles of clothing. 


and they are us. 


Berkeley artist and poet Chris Trian created these two artwor 
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ks accompanying his poem. 


“The cataracts on our hearts, 
the bandages on our eyes, 
the sutures on our rebel lips...” 


Time is backward. ~ 


‘ we are all owned, Every monster and man The future is the past 
On ine temo ane ap punts and we all own. and bug and machine and they are only our ancestors, 
| people are driven to madness. The river too is owned and bir d of prey. tir ed old pterodactyls, 
All the fishing nets are torn, and so is the bird of prey. Every single one. wanting to lie down. 
dene ae eee age hy Mahan Aid Gee eats a are EO neh 
And the fishers of men right out of the sky. nd we have a ri 0 collect. c ‘ 


are entangled and 

the rapture from the bird of prey 
lifts them up high 
-to burn like candles 

dropped into the sun. 


At any point 

most of us could wind up 

flailing in the river of the streets. 
| And on the banks, 


 Withstanding 
by Rhett Stuart 


Voyeurism and violence concocted 
the tube, incessant, infantile. 
And balance, escalated advertising. — 
| Escalated exorbitant cost to live in land; 
| newer adolescent land ever based on money 
and now skyrocketed exhaustive beyond conscience. 
Pay more and more, get less, get lost. 
World, too, based on money? 
Killing nature, countryside, fox, sea, human animal, 
_ | for paying rent, buying breakfast. 
| A sad world badland, not a bad land and country. 
Heart in people still, 
| and unstilled, disheartened. 


2. 

I concentrate purity, nature, art, craft, angels. 

All these, angelic 
| like the indefatigable human heart 

of bird and fox. 
| World replete in everything, rock, molecule, leaf, you, 
| perfect in making 
| beyond manufacture and money. 

The Buddha told me. 
| J knew anyway. 
boar 3. 
_ And even artist can give in to unevenness and disease 
| of atrocious dilemma: mene 

concern self of petty selfish unions 


In “For Whom The Bell Tolls” 

by Ernest Hemingway, 

there is a scene where 

someone in the small band of rebels 

sees the Fascist planes 

flying in deadly formation overhead, 
like a black mechanized apocalypse. 
“We can beat them,” says Robert Jordan. and here comes tomorrow. 
Because we ARE them 


- My talent is myself. 


‘that may perform world informed truth — 


To call the “big guy” down 
to work on our side 
- for a change. 


“Here come the planes. 
They’re American planes,” 
sings Laurie Anderson. © 
Here come the talons 


But we can beat them. 


disillusioned by own selves. 

This earth is beautiful. 

I concentrate on this earth; 

in some measure, give it away within my talent. 


All are matchless contributors in love. 

And whining artists, I hand you boot camp! 

Devour, consume this natural splendor 

beyond cities and even accompanying them as well, © 

and negate your bellyaching, pettiness to relationships, 

self-centered, selfish crocodile tears, 

and tearing off and things down. 

Your pathological dilemmas are 

miniscule to those of physical illness. 

Negate political correctness. 

And should you not see beyond the barricade 
barrage of dollar bills, for are 

detained whining in poor-me syndrome, — 

put down pen, paint brush, theater, 


and altogether abandon it of yourself. 
You shall not be missed; - 
have left nothing; have nothing left. 
Excepting more for withstanding. 

4, 
Colleagues, stop carrying-on, - 


_ care enough and carry on, truly! 
‘It remains our job, not to just tell world, 


but tell one another as well. 
And I, God help me, have spoken. 
May you, God, like my poem like your love for us, 


‘And their nets need mending, 
And the river WILL run to the sea. 
And those who were snatched 
will not have been snatched in vain. 
They will take with them 
the cataracts on our hearts, 
the bandages on our eyes, 
the sutures on our rebel lips. 
We can beat them, we say. 
We can beat them. 


that I earn the right to this beautiful life 
given me. 

And whiners, we know you. 

In one degree or another, we have been you. 


_ Shut up, get over it, get heart up under skies; 


give out this joyous gift in your 


_ individual fingerprint of agile ability, 


not infantile like your recent infliction, | 

afflicted misdirection undetected, and Wen: 
without reflection, reflecting surroundings negative, _ 
disheartening hearts to withstand. 


5. 
And artists too lose selves by 


allowing the corporative enemy to run and defeat them 


depleted from Deity-artistry 

and as losers. ais 

Stand up, with sun on tooth smile that withstands, 
head on in your original song 


No one may tamper-and-receive. 


These words may heal my physical ills, 

for maybe I am still necessary. — 

Thank you, God. 

I love.’ 

I love too.’ ees é 

Off old man increasing what he had, still has. 


’ Listen. 


This old man listens. 
Listen to who listens. 
Notwithstanding, understand. 


Stand up, stand tall! 


l can stand vou e 
} 
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Anonymous 

Compassion cannot be conservative, 
cannot be stored in think tanks, 

is not a political platform. ; 
Compassion serves, is not conserved. 
Compassion overflows. 

Were compassion to be discovered 

in the heart of true conservatives, they’d be 
too humble to give themselves a label. 
They’d be too busy following Compassion. 


A RANT 


by Holman Monell 


“This is American Public Radio 

publicly brought to you by Liefer, Styman and Cypher, 
your strong-arm law firm answer to any public display 
of weakness in the stock market 

in Zurich (Where does Zurich stop at this train 

said Al Einstein, sometime of Zurich.) 


“Call and make a pledge, it’s just fantastic, 
we have a thank-you gift for your pledge of 
support and caring for your fellow man 
and woman because this is Public Radio. 


“This is public radio underwritten, sponsored, 

but not, never commercial because this is truly 
public and radio and American; we’ve got yoga and 
teletubbies and artistic masturbation theater 
underwritten by the American League of Flashers, Inc. 


“Call and make a pledge. It’s free. It’s good. You should. 


Won’t you go to your phone and help yourself? 


“This is public radio, San Francisco and Sacramento, 
brought to you by the public interest company 

of Wal-Mart that sells souls and bodies just 

over the border in a vast barn in San Leandro. 

God bless Wal-Mart for fighting unions, 

God bless God, God bless God bless Wal-Mart 

for fighting against decent wages and decency. 

God bless bless bless Wal-Mart. Forever. 

For Wal-Mart sponsors, this public radio, y’hear. 


“This is public radio partially hydrogenated and 


underwritten with dough from Wonderbread kneaded 


by every red-blooded, blue-blooded kid on the block; 
builds bodies how many ways? Thirteen and a half? 


‘This is American Public Radio 
partially underwritten in hell, hardly heaven.” 


Now I Am Free 
by Lynda Cobden 


He was on her last nerve and she would not hear any 
more of those threatening, belittling, demeaning words. 
She had to say goodbye. She needed a break. 

Where would she go? She was homeless. 

She went to a social worker she had heard about 
and asked where to go. 

She said there is a shelter on Second Street. 

She checked in and received her mat and her blanket 
and put them down on the communal floor, and she 
made it through that night and the successive nights. 
Emoticnal episodes were left behind. 

She said I am homeless for a time but I am free. 

I will get a room later and will find work, 

but now I am free. 


AFSC 


American 
Friends 
Service Committee 


Street Spirit is a publication of the 
American Friends Service Committee 
(AFSC). AFSC was founded by Quakers 
in 1917 to provide conscientious objectors 
an opportunity to aid civilian victims dur- 
ing World War I. Today it carries on pro- 
grams of service, social justice, and peace 
education in 22 foreign countries and 43 


Compassion Cannot Be Conservative 


areas in the United States. 

In 1947, the AFSC and Friends Service 
of Britain together received the Nobel 
Peace Prize for their “silent help from the 
nameless to the nameless.” AFSC seeks to 
address the root causes of poverty, injus- 
tice, and war. We are called to confront, 
nonviolently, powerful institutions of 
oppression, violence and injustice. 

The AFSC believes that people can 
change the world. Our job is to share 
skills, staff, and resources and help com- 
munities organize. 

To contact AFSC call: (415) 565-0201 
American Friends Service Committee 
65 Ninth St. San Francisco, CA 94103 


STREET SPIRIL 


Sue on the Post Office Steps 
by Christopher Robin — 


She used to work at the Lipton factory 

but it shipped a 

off to Mexico, or so she thinks 

Most of the other warehouse jobs in this town 
have disappeared as well 

She used to make $40,000 a year, and 

had her own construction company 

Which is more than I can say for myself 

Only been on the streets two years 

But her face seems to say otherwise 


It’s hard to get a call back 

when you don’t have a shower 

So I said I’d give her some of my labor work 
If I had enough : 

(Her boyfriend with a back injury 
preferring to draw pictures for a few dollars 
here and there, 

which I can respect) 

The other morning 

I went to pick her up 

to help me tear down a shed 

she smelled like alcohol 

but I overlooked it: 

and gave her some mints 

The shed was aluminum 

And after an hour blood was 

dripping down her legs 

And arms 

“It’s alright! I’m just thin-skinned,” she said 
“I'm just thin-skinned!” 

“Alright, Sue,” I said 


A few days later I went looking for her 

at our scheduled time 

Her boyfriend said she might be in the park 
Turns out she’d gotten drunk and taken a nap 
But insisted on going to the job site anyway 
And wouldn’t get out of my truck 

“You gotta be straight, Sue, I have 

a reputation to consider...” 

“You take both of us with you or nothing...” 
was hér boyfriends reply 

grabbed his pack and they stormed off 

now when I pass her we both have to pretend 
she is just one of those people 

that can’t be helped 


Madeline and Juanita 
by Lynda Cobden 


At the busy corner of Eighth and Market 
Madeline dug her cane into the sidewalk and 
twirled around to face the crowd of voices 
and asked where is Mission Street. 

She called out, asking again louder, 

can anyone hear me? 

Where is Mission Street? 

Juanita stepped away from her friends and 
helped Madeline turn around to the direction 
of Mission Street and gave her directions. 
How often do people feel like 

a Voice in the wilderness, 

wondering can anyone hear me? 

Juanita heard Madeline and acted on it. 
How much do we really hear? 

How much do we really see? 


BOSS 


Building 
Opportunities 


The Beggar’s Flirt 
by Kevin Darrell Currie 


Every so often you pass by and my heart skips a beat 
After all you are so fine I wish I could kiss your feet. 

But what a girl wants and needs is totally due to you 

for the caliber of woman that you are is entitled only to few. 
Elite, the King’s desire complete and this isn’t just to flatter 
I’m privileged to say so yet my words don’t even matter. 
If words could only validate me I’d get into yo mind 

It doesn’t seem enough to just behold you 

but I’ll settle since you’re so fine! 

One last comment I’d like to make — 

You are more precious than a diamond jewel 

My intelligence is my natural gift but I’d gladly be your fool! 
But I forget I’m unemployed not worthy of your time 

So excuse me for being so out of place... 

But can you spare a dime? 


for Self-Sufficiency 


The Street Spirit vendor program is run 
by BOSS (Building Opportunities for cy, grassroots organizing, community 
Self-Sufficiency). BOSS was founded in _ planning, and fighting to include the voice 
1971 to serve the mentally disabled. 
Over the years, BOSS added programs to 
serve all homeless and poor people. 

Today BOSS operates 30 programs in ciency.org. If you need housing or ser- 
Berkeley, Oakland, and Hayward serving 
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UNSAVED LIFE 


by Maureen Hartmann 


It happened that a priest was going along 

that road, and saw the man, but passed 

by on the other side. (Luke 10:31) 

I met a man on Shattuck near University 

in Berkeley who was lying in a doorway. 

He had a two liter bottle of Pepsi beside him. 
His eyes were wide and frightened. 

I asked him if he’d like me to treat him to 

a cup of coffee, or a croissant to go with the soda. 
He said he wasn’t hungry and 

he didn’t feel well, that he had a heart 
condition, and was having pains in his chest. 

I asked him if he’d like me to call an ambulance. 
He said “No, I’m alright.” 

I didn’t pursue it and passed him by. 

I wonder if I could have been more persuasive, 
telling him that my father died of a heart attack, 
I possibly missed the opportunity 

to save him. 


BEAUTY 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, 
so they say 
But Beauty is in the Eye of God 
Who spread the beautiful diamond sky 
And adorned both Even and Odd. 
So the eye that can behold Beauty 
Sees the Beauty in everything 
And the eye that discerns the city called Ugly 
Looks through the eyes of its Temporality 
Every ugly image that you see springs 
From Your own unique, Ugly Reality 
From what You are is created what you see 
Innervisions seeking Beauty in self, 
not knowing that Beauty is God 
In every path that you can trod 
To find that Beauty is cloaked with Mystery 
And Mystery too is a Name of God. 
So look not in your Mirror for Beauty 
No don’t look too hard. 


Street Spirit — A Partnership Between AFSC and BOSS 


3,000 families and individuals each year. 
BOSS pursues its mission in two ways: 
(1) Providing comprehensive services |} 

to help people gain independence — 

shelters, housing, education, training, 
employment, health and mental health 
care, youth and family services, leader- 
ship development, and more; and 

(2) Attacking the root causes of poverty 
and homelessness through policy advoca- 


of poor people in creating solutions. 
For more information, call (510) 
649-1930 or visit http://www.self-suffi- 


vices, please call (510) 843-3700. 


STREET SPIRIT 
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Rain Lane photographed these homeless men living on the streets of affluent cities in Orange County. 


NIGHT 
| by Julia Vinograd 


| In the night city you can’t avoid the void, 
| the boiling void. 
While you’re looking for white lines on the mirror 
or driving a truck chasing the white line, 
| or being chased. by muggers or monsters in the mirror 
or letting club music vibrate loud enough 
to drown out your dead mother who never stops talking 
night rubs open-mouthed against your skin, 
you can’t wash it off, 
you can’t avoid the void. 


Saints lean from flashing light bulbs on a mission cross 
and spit down on the drunks. Don’t look up. 

| Neon signs on the strip promise naked girls, naked boys, 
naked parking meters, naked fire-hydrants, naked fires. 
You drink up the night and the night gulps you down, 
now you’re afraid to touch your face E 
in case it isn’t there. 
You can’t avoid the void. 


Dead-end streets come back to life 

and dance with the void, falling in all directions. 
| Half-eaten men poke thru garbage bins 

for half-eaten food. 


There’s a newspaper made of sparechangers’ cardboard signs, 


only the void reads it 
| but you can’t avoid the void. 


| By-the-hour hotel rooms fill 

| with squealing hungry mattresses; 
Captain John Smith still looks for a new world 
between the next pair of high heels, 
who says you can’t drown on dry land? 
The regulation bible squawks in a closed bureau drawer. 
You can’t avoid the void. 


In the 24-hour donut shop 

donuts are glazed as girls’ eyes and almost as old. 
There’s a guy trying to convince his coffee cup 

that while maybe at first, if you didn’t understand, 
but really he won, really. 

He gets so loud the counterman glances at him once 
till he shuts up, slumped over the coffee 

he still isn’t drinking. 

Even the invisible people sell pills. 

You can’t avoid the void. 


Crazies pile everything into stolen shopping carts: 

a pink toy telephone to call the CIA 

and report dead children who tease them, a blanket, 
a smashed lamp and pieces of sky 

cut out with a broken beer bottle 

and that’s what happened to the ozone layer. 

You can’t avoid the void, the boiling void. 

When you get too close it whispers your name. 
Sometimes it sings. 

It sings so sweet. 


The Royal Wedding 
by Chris Trian 


The Royal Wedding 

was enacted in a doorway in 
Berkeley, California 

last winter. . 

The bride and groom — 
broke a holy, stale, 
half-eaten Taco Bell taco 
and drank the — 

Sacred Blood 

of a third of a quart 

of rancid strawberry milk. — 
It was nearly 30 degrees 
that special Holy 

January night. 


No special star 


marked the overcast sky, 

just a thousand points 

of darkness. 

The Royal Couple 

had an old, moth-eaten 
vomit-stained wool blanket. 

It had no smallpox, 

like the ones given to the 
couple’s American predecessors 
in sacrifice and tragedy, 

in hope and hopeless epiphany. 
The blanket was insufficient. 
The couple froze to death 
together in each other’s arms 

at some point that night. 

It took three days 

for their bodies to be found. 

By then, the smell 

waved a red flag 

and various animals 

had started their work. 

The Royal Couple 

were not young or old, 
important or royal. 

Just discards of a mechanism 
which eats everyone. 

But they died together 

like some who chose just to go to bed 
when Her Majesty’s ship Titanic 
sank into the Arctic cold. 

And the ship is sinking again. 
And the ship always sinks. 

And there are Royal Weddings 
every day. 

And the flowers that sprout 

in the cracks in the sidewalk 

in the back alleys of matrimony 
lift up their golden heads 

and scream. 


Nicholas’ Journey 
by Lynda Cobden 


The bitter, frosty, dark, early-morning, bone-chilling cold 
surrounded him and involuntary frozen tears 

glided on his cheeks. 

Yesterday he sold some Street Spirits so he could take the 
bus and defrost. 

While he trudged up the hill he thought of Robert Frost’s 
poem about a man trudging through the woods on a snowy 
night, and Frost’s words: “miles to go before I sleep.” 

I have been down miles of roads for sure. Substitute the 
woods for buildings and I’m in an urban forest. 

| At last the bus is coming and the warm heat 

transforms him. 

It’s a very long hard season on the street. 


The Ambassador of Sharing 
by Lynda Cobden 


He was selling poetry at the Civic Center Bart. 

I want to help others he said. 

I want to continue buying my friends socks and toothbrushes. 
I want to lighten their load. 

I have been there and done that. 

I want to help others he said. 


Paulita 
by Lynda Cobden 


Paulita, a well dressed and well groomed woman 

was standing at a busy business corner in the city 

at 7:30 a.m. selling her Street Spirits. 

She said I have learned to run. 

It’s a sixth sense that I have developed. 

I know when to run. 

She said I have a room so I am getting by. 

Mental illness is tough and even the doctor seems to be 
losing patience sometimes because it goes on and on. 
It’s a long road, discouraging to me and the workers. 

I went to San Francisco State University 

and my degree is in Liberal Arts. She launched a highly 
intelligent, energetic, philosophical discussion. 

It has been fifteen years now and it is getting 

more difficult with age and time. i 

She said be careful, open people must be careful. 

All have something to give and all have something to receive. 
Wisdom has no barriers. ‘ 


MOTHER NATURE 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


When the fish used to jump 
And the crops grew high 
When the dawning Sun greeted 
. No smoggy, purple sky 
When the dancer skipped across the russet leaves 
that swirled with her in the autumn’s breeze 
Clad in gold, red, white and green, 
Her regal bearing 
A noble Queen 
Whose black, fiery eyes twinkled with diamond stars 
Whose dancing steps healed the earth’s wounds and scars 
She always flees where men come to stay 
Yet she always returns as soon as they go away 
dancing upon their besotted earth 
Dancing in the rain 
That washes away their deadly wastes 
that Life may live again. 
Dancing in the Blizzard’s wind 
and shrieking its baneful cries 
To raise another brood of life 
From those she caused to die. 
Her dance of death 
Is also a dance of life giving breath 
That robins sing and rainstorms bring 
Rainbows over the ponds of lilies 
with frogs croaking to the Sun 
As dragonflies drone her timeless song 
As life is lost and won 
Man’s tarry is brief and he fades away with haste 
When she dances upon her Womb of earth, 
and lays his lonely Tomb to waste 
Dancing to the Raven’s symphonic Lord of the Flies 
Dancing with the lions stalking King of the Pride 
Hurling her thunderbolts and riding the cyclone’s wings 
She laughs and then suddenly there is the hopeful Spring 
The velvet, purple night 
that hid her joyful flight 
Dies in the morning’s dawn 
When she puts its radiance on 
As Beauty to gaze upon 


